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^crimination,' 


Who  can  discriminate  more 
carefully  than  the  college 
man?  To  his  natural  equip- 
ment are  added  the  resources 
of  culture  and  the  associa- 
tion with  great  minds  of  all 
ages.  Such  discrimination 
leads  naturally  to  the  choice 
of  Melachrino,  the  One  Ciga- 
rette Sold  the  World  Over. 


Remember  that  Melachrino  is  a  master 
blend  of  the  finest  Turkish  Tobaccos 
as  originated  by  Miltiades  Melachrino. 
Egyptian  cigarettes  are  simply  those 
that  originated  in  Egypt.  But  the  to- 
bacco is  what  you  want  to  know  about 
—  and   if  it's   Melachrino— it's   right 


cMelachrino 


"The  One  Cigarette  Sold  the  World  Over 
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A  College  Man's  Shop  that  Shares  the  Economy 
of  Our  Great  Buying  Power 


Easter  Week  is  Open  House  at  the 

LyttonCoUege  Shop 

ALWAYS  feel  welcome  to  meet  your  friends  here  when  in  Chicago.  We're  just  a  step 
J.  Y.  from  other  interesting  places  in  the  loop.  You'll  enjoy  the  sincere  cordiality  of 
College  Men  who  can  interpret  your  ideas  of  style  when  you  want  to  think  of  clothes. 

Spring  Displays  of  College -Correct  Things  Await  You 

Henry  GLgtton  &  Sons 

Largest  Fine  Clothing  Store  in  the  World— STATE  at  JACKSON,  Chicago 


-+ 


The  Prize  of  Life 

is  Health,  real  health  from  your 
feet  up, — giving  zest  and  vigor 
to  every  faculty  of  body,  mind 
and  spirit. 

Resolve  now  to  keep  your 
buoyancy,  poise  and  swing  by 
keeping  your  feet  in  trim. 

Retain  your  youth 
and  Health! 


Wear 
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ROUND 
RIPPER 


Kollege  Kicks 

If  you  value  your  health,  or 
your  youth,  visit  the  "Ground 
Gripper1'  store.  You'll  never 
know  the  happiness  that  comes 
with  really  healthy  care-free  feet 
till  you  have  tried  a  pair  of  these 
Kollege  Kicks  for  college  girls. 

Imitated  but  never  duplicated 


Exclusive  Disrtibutors  of 
Ground  Gripfiers  in  Evanston 


"WHERE  YOU  SEE  THE  BIG  PICTURES  FIRST" 

NEW    EVANSTON 

CLYDE  E.  ELLIOTT,  Managing  Director 


Coming  Soon — Watch  Daily  Northwestern  for  Dates 

MARY  PICKFORD     .... 

in  "Tess  of  the  Storm  Country" 

MARION  DA  VIES 

in  "Adam  and  Eva" 

DOUGLAS  FAIRBANKS     .     . 

in  "Robin  Hood" 

HAROLD  LLOYD 

in  "Safety  Last" 

Stage  Features  Orchestra 

Wurlitzer  Qrand  Organ 


You  can  come  anytime  I 


Bargain  Matinee  Daily 
Continuous  2  to  5:30  p.  m. 


Evening  Shows 
Continuous  7  to  11  p.  m. 


Always  a  good  show  at  "The  New  Evanston" 


IN  THE  ACT 

First  Flapper:     "I  almost  had  a  fraternity  pin 

list  night." 

Second  Flapper:     "And  did  you  refuse  him?" 
First  Flapper:     "Who  said  I  refused  anybody? 

He  caught  me  taking  it." — Penn  State  Froth. 


"Where  have  you  been?" 

"To  the  cemetery." 

"Any  one  dead?" 

(Gloomily)  :    "All  of  them." — Exchange. 


Stranger:     "Healthy  place,  this,  I  suppose?" 
Native:     "Sure  when  I  first  came  here  I  was 
too  weak  to  walk." 
Stranger:     "Really." 
Native:    "Yes,  I  was  born  here." — Chaparral. 


Helen :  "There's  only  one  thing  the  matter  with 
you,  George." 

George:  "Why,  I  always  thought  I  was  all 
right." 

Helen :  "That's  it." — Lemon  Punch. 


"Why  did  he  marry  that  talking  machine?" 
"He  believes  that  money  talks." 
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Spring  Opening 

1923  Styles 
HART  SCHAFFNER  &  MARX 

Suits  and  Topcoats 

Two,  three  and  four  button  models  in  suits;  Norfolks  are 
especially  good.  Topcoats  in  loose  easy  draping  lines,  with  or 
without  belts. 

Latest  designs  in  shirts  and  neckwear;  Knox  hats  in  shades  of 
grey,  brown  and  greenish  grey.  The  "Vagabond"  is  especially 
popular. 

MacFarland-Ehmen  Go. 

Church  and  Sherman 
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Tiaster  Cards 

The  prettiest  cards  in  Evanston 
will  be  found  in  our  display.    (±J 

A  new  line  of  stationery  has  been 
received  in  time  for  the  Spring 
opening.       Qy      (U       0^      QJ 


^Take  Home  a  Framed 

^Parchment  For  Your 

(^Mother 


THE 
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SHOP 


I       1714  Sherman  Ave. 

I 
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Telephone  8377 


Say   "Easter" 

with  Flowers 


Floral    Easter    Gifts    will    express    your      1 
truest  sentiments.  ! 

Glowing  in  beauty  and  with  the  charm 
of  incense  in  their  fragrance  they  will 
win  for  you  fondest  appreciation. 

Modest  or  elaborate  floral  gifts  answer  the 
universal  question  "  What  shall  I  give." 
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SCHILLER'S 

Flowers  Last  Longest 


4509  Broadway 

Tel.  Ravenswood  7550 


2221  W.  Madison  St. 

Tel.  West  0822 
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A  Record 

for 

Remembrance 

Here's  a  lasting  gift  that  will  win  instant 
favor.  Bring  Brunswick  Records.  They 
display  your  own  good  taste  and  delight 
your  hostess. 

There  are  appropriate  records  for  every 
time  and  fancy.  Learn  her  favorite 
music  and  your  gifts  will  hold  a  place 
near  her  heart. 

Records  Released  Every 
Thursday 


23««   3  Baby  Blue  Eyes Isham  Jones 

/Dearest  


2389 


i  Bees  Knees Fox  Trot Oriole  Tei 


'Falling 


.  Gene  Rorfemnh 


|  Love  Sends  a  Little  Gift  of 
2392  Roses,  Fox  Trot  Carl Fenton's  Orchestra 

I  Wonderful  One 

EVANSTON 
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SHOP 

Evanston  8450 

Church  and  Orrington 
Open  Evenings 


'      "       '  ~ 


Spring  Vacation- 


+■ 


is  an  indication  that  the  school 
year  is  drawing,  to  a  close  and 
soon  you  must  part  from  school 
friends.        gd         go         gd         gd 

A  photograph  will  always  serve 
to  remind  you  of  them  and  the 
pleasant  times  enjoyed  together. 
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Toloffs 

Maker  of  Good  Photographs 

Studio:     1623    Orrington   Avenue 


"Decorated  hy  Wittbold' 


o  this  phrase  has  come  the  reward 
of  many  years  of  conscientious  ser- 
vice— universal  acceptance  as  a 
guarantee  of  more  than  satisfactory 
decorations,  appropriate  and  at  a 
moderate  price.      00  GO  GO 


WITTBOLD  offers  one  of  the 
largest  and  most  complete  floral 
selections  in  Chicago.  Our  Cor- 
sages and  special  pieces  are  famed 
for  quality  and  taste.        GD  GO 

To  say  it  with  a   Corsage 

from  Wittbold's  is  to  show 

you  really  mean  it 

Call  Evanston  829      or       Harrison  651 

HENRY  WITTBOLD    &    SON 

75   East  Adams  Street 
CHICAGO 
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Business  Directory  ?ZS™ 

BANKS 
State  Bank  and  Trust  Company Fountain  Square 

BARBERS 
North  Shore  Hotel  Barber   Shop Davis  Street 

BEAUTY    PARLORS 

Anderson   Institute 616   Davis   Street 

The  Comfort  Shop 1616  Sherman  Avenue 

Daniel    Gans . 1610    Chicago  Avenue 

Georgette-Lehn 1720  Sherman  Avenue 

M.  MacClane  Beauty  Shop Opposite  Public  Library 

Marne.tte  Beauty  Salon  and  Hair  Shop 1707  Sherman  Avenue 

BOOK   STORES 
Chandler's Fountain    Square 

CHURCHES 

First    Methodist    Episcopal    

St.    Luke's   

CONFECTIONERS 

Du  Breuil's 620  Davis  Street 

Pink  Shop 602  Davis  Street 

Spoehr's    

Whitman's  Candies 

Woman's  Exchange 512  Davis  Street 

DEPARTMENT    STORES 

Lord's    

Rosenberg's Fountain    Square 

EASTER    CARDS 
The   Cellini    Shop 622    Church   Street 

ELECTRIC 
General  Electric  Company 

ENGRAVING 
Kreutgen  917  N.  Franklin  Street,   Chicago 

ENTERTAINMENT 

Adelphi  Theatre 7074  N.  Clark  Street 

Beach  View   Gardens Wilson  at   Clarendon 

Cascade.   Club 4942    Sheridan   Road 

Howard  Theatre 1627  Howard  Street 

Hoyburn  Theatre Davis  Street 

New  Evanston  Theatre Sherman  Avenue 

FLORISTS 

London's 1712   Sherman  Avenue 

Schiller's 4509  Broadway,  Chicago 

John  Weiland 1614  Sherman  Avenue 

M.   Weiland   602   Davis   Street 

Wittbold  &  Son 75  East  Adams  Street,  Chicago 

FURS 
Gray's  Fur  Shop 190  N.   State,   Street,  Chicago 


s   Directory   handy  so  that  you   may  patronize  these  Ad- 
s  who  show  their  appreciation  of  the   PURPLE   PARROT 


HOTELS 

Library    Plaza Orrington    Avenue 

The   Orrington Opposite   the.  Public   Library 

Hotel  Somerset Sheridan  Road,  at  Argyle 

JEWELERS 

Plaza  Jeweler 1639  Orrington  Avenue 

Spies  Bros.   Monroe  and  Wabash,   Chicago 

LADIES'    WEAR 

Leschin 31S-320   S.   Michigan  Avenue,   Chicago 

Mitchell-Hopkins   209   Hovburn   Building 

Katherine  Walker  Smith 1603   Chicago  Avenue 

LAUNDRIES 
Nelson  Brothers Phone  Evanston  422 

MEN'S    FURNISHINGS 

Browning,  King  &  Co 12  West  Washington  Street,  Chicago 

George  Frost  Company Boston,  Mass. 

Karger's    

Ambrose.  J.  Krier 1030  Wilson  Avenue,  Chicago 

Lytton  College.  Shop State  and  Jackson,  Chicago 

MacFarland-Ehmen Church   and   Sherman 

Meek  &  Meek 4611-13   Broadway   (Wilson  Avenue! 

MILLINERS 
M.   Hickman 621  Davis  Street 

MUSICAL    INSTRUMENTS 
Conn  Chicago  Co 63  E.  Van  Buren  Street,  Chicago 

OPTICIANS 
Aimer  Coe  &  Company 527  Davis  Street 

PHONOGRAPHS    AND     RECORDS 

Evanston  Brunswick  Shop Library  Plaza 

Fenton  Music  Co Lawrence  and  Broadway 

North  Shore  Talking  Machine  Co 603  Davis  Street 

PHOTOGRAPHERS 
Toloff 1623   Orrington  Avenue 

RESTAURANTS 
John's  Ideal  Cafe Opposite   Davis   "L"    Station 

SHOES 
H.  A.  Meyer  Shoe  Co 103  S.  Wabash  Ave.,  Chicago 

STATIONERY 
The  Write  Shop 1714  Sherman  Avenue 

TEA    SHOPS 
Betsy  Ross  Tea  Shop 50S   Davis  Street 

TOBACCOS    AND    CIGARETTES 

Lucky  Strike  

Melachrino    

Milano    Pipes    

TYPEWRITERS 
Mfrs.  Typewriters  Clearing  House_193  N.  Dearborn  St.,  Chicago 
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Hoyburn  Theatre 

W.    G.    STURDIVANT,   Manager 


COMING! 

April  2-3-4 — "Quincy  Adams 
Sawyer" 

CHAS.  CHAPLIN  in  "SHOULDER  ARMS" 

April  5-6-7— "Beautiful  &  Damned" 

With  MARIE  PREVOST— KENNETH  HARLAN 

April  9-10— "Bell  Boy  13" 

With  DOUGLAS  McLEAN 

April  11 — Delta  Gamma  Sorority 
Benefit 

WILL  ROGERS  in  "THE  HEADLESS 
HORSEMAN" 

April  16-17-18— "Lorna  Doone" 

April  19 — Chi  Omega  House  Fund 
Benefit 

April  23-24-25— "The  Third  Alarm" 


Te?i  per  cent  of 
what  y on  spend 

at  the 

Pink  Shop 

and 

Luncheonette 

You  can  donate  to  your 
favorite  sorority.  Be  sure 
to  retain  your  checks  and 
turn  them  in  to  the  soror- 
ity of  your  choice. 
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New 
Spring 
Fancies 


CPRINGTIME  frocks  are  here  in  a  blaze  ot 
color,  — the  bouffant  taffeta, — the  graceful 
crepe,  —  jaunty  sport  skirts,  sweaters  and 
blouses.  Spring  millinery  is  bewitching, — 
piquant  shapes,  ravishing  colors. 

VOU  will  find  here  quality  that  is  depend- 
able, style  that  is  exclusive. 

LORD'S 


QUICK  AT  FIGURES 

Hoity:  "I  got  50  per  cent  on  my  Intelligence 
Test." 

Toity:  "Yeh;  that  makes  you  a  half-wit, 
doesn't  it?" — Record. 


Irate  Father:  "Young  man,  you  may  leave  the 
room." 

Young  Man :  "I  hardly  expected  to  take  it  with 
me." — Octopus. 


Drug  Clerk:  "What  kind  of  a  toothbrush  do 
you  want?" 

Customer:  "Gib  me  a  big  one,  boss.  Dar's  ten 
in  my  family."- — Ghost. 


Student:     "I  have  only  fifteen  cents;  will  you 
shave  one  side  of  my  face  ?" 

Barber:     "Yes,  sir;  which  side?" 
Student :     "Outside." — Showme. 


"I've  got  a  stiff  course  this  quarter." 

"What?" 

"Dissecting." — Phoenix. 


When  you  come  to  DuBreuiPs,  you  always  find 
the  element  of  personal  service. 

One  of  the  management  is  always  there  to  per- 
sonally  supervise  the  satisfaction  of  your  wants. 

Easter  Greetings! 


EVANSTON,    ILL. 
620    DAVIS   ST. 
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n  the  Spring    „ 

afcting man's  fancy 

Is  pretty  apt  to  turn  towards  thoughts  of  new 
Spring  toggery,  and  especially  headwear. 

Nothing  can  so  change  appearance  as  a  hat — 
and  we  have  a  selection  this  Spring  that  beggar 
description  for  beauty.  You  know  the  quality 
and  price  are  right  at  Krier's. 

$5  to  $10 

MOSSANT     CROFUT-KNAP      BORSALNO      POLO  FELT 


Men's  Furnishings 

Tuxedo  Shirts 

Jewelry 

Qloves 

Vests 

Ties 


1030  Wilson  Avenue     •     Uptown  Chicago 


Women's  Sports  Wear 

Tweed-O-Wool  Suits 

and  Coats 

Sweaters 

Blouses 

Hose 


OUT  BENEATH  THE  STARS 

His  cigarette  cut  a  flaming  arc  in  the  blackness 
and  sank  with  a  hiss  into  the  river.  "You  know," 
turning  to  her,  "it's  hard  to  pick  a  girl  in  New 
York.  Every  one  I've  been  introduced  to,  this 
last  month,  has  been  pretty."  He  frowned  a  little, 
in  abstraction.    "Yes — even  beautiful." 

"Well,  why  do  you  like  me?"  she  said,  in  a  soft 
flutter. 

"Oh — you're  so  different!" — Malteaser. 


CORRESPONDENCE  COURSE 

She:  "How  many  lectures  do  you  have  a 
week?" 

He:  "Three,  counting  the  letter  from  father." 
— Gargoyle. 

Absent-Minded  Prof:  "Is  there  any  one  un- 
der that  bed  ?" 

Escaped  Convict  Hiding:     "Not  a  soul." 
A.-M.  Prof:     "That's  funny.     I'd  have  sworn 
that  I  heard  somebody." — Beanpot. 


Pretty:  "What  do  you  think  of  the  excava- 
tion?" 

Witty:  "Oh,  it's  pretty  good  as  a  whole." — 
Brown  Jug. 


Special  Announcement 

75c  Marcel — Students  Only 

Hair    Goods     of     Every     Description 

Spanish  Combs  and  Other  Hair  Ornaments 

10%  Discount  for  Students 

Shampooing  and  Hair  Dressing,  Marcel  and 

Water   Waving,    Hair     Dyeing,  Facial    and 

Scientific  Treatments,  Pure  Cosmetics 

SatttH   (Sana 

HAIR  SHOP 


Specialist  in 
Permanent  Hair  Waving 


1610  Chicago  Avenue 
Evanston 


Phone 
Evanston  729 
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:  IA  national  Institution    (fffx&vj    from  Coast  to  Coast  '■  ■ . 


Broflrain 


Established  One  Hundred  and  One  Years 


Young  Men's  and  Youths' 
New  Spring  Suits 

$35  to  $50 

Typical  of  youth  in  every  line.  The  very  newest  styles  as  set  forth 
from  our  New  York  Style  Center. 

Three  and  four-button,  straight-line  sack  or  English  lounge  suits,  Nor- 
folks,  on  our  Brookline  model,  with  box  plaits  over  the  shoulders,  Sport 
and  Golf  styles,  in  materials  that  are  adapted  to  each  model.  We  special- 
ize in  these  sizes.     We  cater  to  youth. 

We  give  you  more  value  than  is  given  by  any  other  like  organization. 
We  make  them  ourselves.  There  is  only  one  proht  from  maker  to  wearer. 
We  have  20  stores  in   19  cities. 

Two  Trouser  Suits  featured  at 

$35  and  $45 

3Brotomngi^mg&Co. 

12  West  Washington  Street 

C.    W.    Hendrickson,    Manager 
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If  a  random  guess  were  made, 
One  might  call  this  Spanish  jade; 

In  some  cases  Fate  might  bring, 
One  might  call  her  anything. 

But  our  damsel's  dressed  for  Prom 
(Who'd  she  get  the  scenery  from?) 

And  so  it  scarcely  needs  be  said 
This  damsel  is  a  fair  coed. 
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Muser:   "Think  of  it,  someone  dies  every  time  the 
clock  ticks." 

Musser:    "Quick,  stop  the  clock!" 


A  SAP'S  FABLES 

In  the  olden  days  they  told  a  story  about  a  cer- 
tain fox  who  came  to  an  arbor  of  grapes.  Failing 
to  get  them  by  jumping,  he  said,  "Oh,  what  does  it 
matter?    The  grapes  are  sour  anyway." 

Just  at  that  moment  a  friend  popped  up  and 
questioned,  "How  do  you  know  they  are  sour?" 

Replied  the  fox,  "Surely,  Watson,  you  know 
enough  of  my  methods  by  this  time  to  perceive  the 
source  of  my  information.  A  rich  old  man  passed 
by  here,  he  has  the  gout  and  is  married  to  his  third 
or  fourth  wife  who  is  young  and  beautiful  and  not 
very  strong-willed." 

"Astounding!" 

"You  see  here  the  footsteps  of  two  men.  One 
limps,  as  you  can  tell  by  the  uneven  step ;  on  one 
foot  there  is  no  shoe.  The  other  man  supports  him, 
evidently,  because  they  are  never  more  than  a  foot 
apart.  The  second  man  is  obviously  the  servant, 
and  so  the  first  man  must  be  rich  enough  to  em- 
ploy a  personal  valet.  The  limp  and  the  lack  of  a 
shoe  shows  gout.  He  is  married  to  his  third  or 
fourth  wife ;  if  she  were  the  first  or  second  she 
would  be  able  to  monopolize  all  the  servants.  It 
is  probable  also  that  she  is  too  weak-willed  to  get 
this  servant.  She  is  young  and  pretty ;  else  this 
old  man  would  not  have  married  her.  But,  when 
passing  here,  neither  the  old  man  or  the  servant 
reached  for  the  grapes.  If  they  had  been  sweet 
they  would  have  been  good  for  the  old  man ;  but 
they  were  sour  and  a  gouty  man  cannot  stand 
acid." 

Moral :  A  fox  is  carnivorous,  but  he  is  tradition- 
ally a  lover  of  grapes.  — A.  P.  K. 


MARCH 

BOOK  NOTES 

A  book  off  the  press  is  worth  two  in  the  mail. 

Untruth  is  better  than  friction. 

Many  hands  make  light  verse. 

The  love  of  sequels  is  the  root  of  all  evil. 

An  author  is  known  by  the  Company  he  keeps. 

Don't  look  a  gift  book  in  the  binding. 

A  good  name  is  rather  to  be  chosen  than  great 
characters. 

It's  a  long  page  that  has  no  turning. 

Authors  will  happen  even  in  the  best  regulated 
families. 

'Twere  better  to  have  mailed  and  failed  than 
never  to  have  typed  at  all. 

—A.  P.  K. 

COLLEGIATELY  SPEAKING 

If  I  could  see  your  eyes  again     .     .     . 

If  I  could  see  the  mystery  hidden 
In  their  depths     .     .     . 

If  I  could  see  your  cloud  of  ebony  locks,  gleam- 
ing in  the  firelight, 
I  should  still  have  difficulty  in  seeing 
You     .     .     . 

—I.  T. 

May:  "Did  your  sheik  lose  his  arm  in  the  war?" 
Belle:    "Yes,   but   he   still    has   enough    to   go 
around." 

BALLAD  OF  INSANITY 

Her  mouth  was  always  open. 
Like  a  cask  without  a  bung; 

Till  at  last  her  man  went  buggy 

On  account  of  her  waggin'  tongue. 


Boob :    "Silence  is  golden,  they  say." 
Dragonella:     "Is  that  why  you  are  always  hard 


up: 
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1923 

EVEN  THEN 

The  people  of  Chicago  and  Evanston  are  gath- 
ered on  the  heights  to  submit  to  the  ultimate  ca- 
tastrophe. Over  the  city  this  morning  has  flashed 
the  news  that  at  3:15  an  earthquake  will  rip 
open  the  heart  of  the  city,  churning  the  water 
of  Lake  Michigan  into  a  seething  maelstrom  that 
will  dash  to  the  bottom  of  the  chasm  every  build- 
ing and  living  thing. 

All  are  gathered  on  the  heights  for  the  ap- 
pointed hour  of  death.  Haggard  faces  anxiously 
scan  the  east  whence  will  swoop  the  ravaging 
waters.  Bloodshot  eyes  gaze  piteously  at  the 
Wrigley  tower  for  signs  of  the  first  tremor  that 
will  precipitate  chaos  and  blackness  and  eternity. 

It  is  3:10  and  lovers  stand  clasped  in  each 
other's  arms — the  last  embrace.  Wives  cling 
mutely  to  white  faced  husbands.  Children,  not 
fully  realizing  but  awed,  clutch  nervously  at  the 
hands  of  their  parents.  The  multitude  is  tense 
with  hopeless  expectancy. 

Suddenly  through  the  crowd  comes  scurrying  a 
hundred  figures.  They  dart  through  the  assem- 
blage, shouting  in  a  loud  voice  with  arms  raised 
dramatically.  They  draw  nearer — their  words  are 
audible. 

"Earthquake  in  five  minutes.  Get  your  opera 
glasses  and  Eskimo  pies  now." — E.  H.  S. 
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THE  LOST  THOUGHT 

Seated  one  day  in  the  libe, 

She  was  weary  and  ill  at  ease, 
And  her  eyes  were  wandering  blindly 

Over  the  printed  leaves. 

She  sighed,  but  she  could  not  grasp  it, 
The  thought  that  was  written  there ; 

The  people  about  her  wondered 
What  troubled  one  so  fair. 

She  sought,  but  she  sought  it  vainly, 

That  one  last  fact  to  learn 
Which  should  come  from  out  those  pages : 

Would  carbolic  acid  burn  ? 

— Lee. 

"That  makes  a  difference,"  said  Willie,  as  he 
snipped  off  the  left  ear  of  one  of  the  twins. 


Clerk:  "Try  a  'Divorce  Sundae'.|" 
Customer:  "What's  in  it?" 

Clerk :  "Shredded  cocoanut,  split  bananas,  halved 
peaches,  and  separated  cream." 


Gee,   Oscar,   you   look  almost   serious!     Been   to 
some  school  function? 
No — school  flunction. 


"PLEASE  FILL  ALL  BLANKS" 

It  is  rumored  one  of  the  Syllabus  information 
cards  sent  to  the  juniors  to  procure  data  for  a 
blackmail  file  was  returned  after  being  filled  out 
thusly  : 

Name — Mr.  Casper  Cake. 

Class — You  bet. 

Course — Westmoor  and  Evanston  Community. 

Address — Hotel  Drake,  Chicago. 

State — Sane  and  normal. 

Honors — Theta  Nu  Epsilon ;  sober  at  Illinois 
and  Iowa ;  Past  Grand  Master,  Northwestern 
Poker  Club.  Drew  F's  in  following  schools :  Cali- 
fornia, Wisconsin,  Indiana,  Wapumset,  Hicks,  etc. 


First  Mrs. :  "I  expected  my  husband  to  give  me 
a  fur  coat  for  my  birthday,  but  he  didn't." 

Second  Mrs. :  "That  shows  he  doesn't  care  a 
wrap  for  you." 
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The  Intellectual  Girl 


By  E.  H.  SHAFFER 


When  she  entered  the  university  she  was  sound. 
She  supposed  that  the  Spanish  blew  up  the 
"Maine";  that  "Smart  Set"  ran  breezy  stories; 
that  the  great  War  was  caused  by  the  removal  of 
the  Austrian  Grand  Duke;  that  Eddie  Guest  was 
essentially  a  poet;  that  jazz  orchestras  played 
dance  music,  and  that  culture  was  confined  to  col- 
lege graduates. 

But  in  her  sophomore  year  she  succumbed  to  a 
sudden  attack  of 
consciousness  which 
was  characterized 
by  eruptions  of 
verse  and  symptoms 
of  temperament. 
Her  friends  were 
startled  because  she 
refused  transporta- 
tion to  the  theater 
for  the  unnatural 
reason  that  the 
transporter  was 
dumb.  They  decided 
that  it  was  probably 
only  a  desire  to  be 
different,  and  let  it 
go  at  that. 

It  didn't  stop  at 
that,  however.  She 
refused  a  bid  to  din- 
ner because  the  meal 
ticket  admitted  he 
thought  that  Ana- 
tole  France  had  sub- 
ways. Then  her 
friends,  good,  sensi- 
ble girls  who  won- 
dered why  no  one 
produced  Avery 
Hopwood's  "Tale  of 

a  Tub,"  went  into  consultation  about  her.     They 
decided  that  the  case  was  dangerous. 

Soon  after  she  bought,  and  wore,  tortoise  shells. 
After  that  they  knew  there  was  nothing  they  could 
do.  She  would  become  an  intellectual  in  spite  of 
college  training. 

During  her  junior  year  she  suffered  with  verse 
libre.  It  was  quite  profound.  There  were  many 
stars  involved  and  they  were  always  whispering 
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things  to  her  soul.     Her  ego,  too,  came  in  for  a 
lot  of  exercise. 

Literature  had  become  her  forte.  After  some 
hesitancy  between  an  orthodox  English  professor 
with  a  delightful  nasal  twang  and  a  young  Poet 
who  was  successfully  maintaining  his  amateur 
standing,  she  became  a  Modern.  She  acquiesced 
definitely  to  the  announcement  that  there  had  been 
no  literature  up  to  the  year  1920.     She  became 

interested  in  the 
problem  of  Sex, 
solved  by  the  literati 
in  the  Spring  of 
1921.  She  believed 
that  dirty  finger- 
nails were  essential 
to  art  and  she  lost 
her  lip  stick.  She 
accepted  compla- 
cently the  doctrine 
of  free  love  until  she 
became  better  ac- 
quainted with  the 
Poet. 

Some  time  later 
she  missed  an  op- 
portunity to  meet  a 
celebrity  (one  who 
has  written  nothing 
before  the  war) ,  and 
she  caught  herself 
wondering  why  the 
telephone  never 
rang  for  her.  To 
atone  for  this  weak- 
ness she  read  a  com- 
plete volume  of  im- 
pressionate  verse. 
She  did  not  admit 
to  herself  that  it 
was  a  punishment,  however,  which  shows  that 
she  was  still  highly  intellectual. 

This  is  her  last  year  in  school  and  if  she  is 
wavering  she  keeps  it  nicely  to  herself.  She  has 
never  been  caught  with  a  "Saturday  Evening 
Post."  She  still  wonders  why  the  All-American 
team  is  not  announced  until  after  Thanksgiving 
when  the  elections  are  in  November,  and  most 
encouraging  of  all,  she  is  still  able  to  fetch  a  sneer 
at  Tennyson. 
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A  LAY  OF  ANCIENT  ROME 

By  MALCOLM    R.  EISELEN 
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'Twas  in  the  month  of  April, 

Invading  every  home, 
An  epidemic  threatened 

And  seized  eternal  Rome. 
From  cottage  to  the  palace 

The  dire  disease  did  go ; 
No  matter  rank  nor  station — 

Spring  fever  laid  them  low. 

II. 

The  birches  and  the  maple 

Put  forth  their  leaves  of  green, 
And  Ananias  claimed  he'd 

The  spring's  first  robin  seen. 
Then  each  the  woolens  banished, 

As  was  proclaimed  by  law, 
And  packed  away  the  derby 

And  wore  again  the  straw. 

III. 

And  then  as  now  the  poets 

Their  winter  gloom  disperse, 
And  sharpening  up  their  pencils 

Proceed  from  bad  to  verse, 
Producing  odes  and  epodes, 

Satires  and  epic  lay, 
For  future  generations 

At  forty  lines  a  day. 

IV. 

The    golfers    seized    their    weapons 

And  plunged  into  the  fray ; 
With  eighteen  holes  before  him, 

Who  lingered  by  the  way  ? 
Attired  in  knickerbockers 

Upon  the  links  each  lives, 
And  there  he  wields  his  drivers, 

His  irons  and  adjectives. 


V. 

The  eager  ball  fans  read  of 

J.  Caesar's  sturdy  clout, 
Of  Alexander's  pitching. 

Of  Brutus  holding  out, 
And  begged  the  potent  prophets 

Into  the  future  dip 
And  tell  if  the  nine  Muses 

Would  cop  the  championship. 

VI. 

The  motorists  did  drag  out 

Their  chariots  from  repose, 
To  estimate  the  damage 

The  night  the  blamed  thing  froze ; 
And  having  hocked  their  substance 

To  get  her  from  the  shops, 
They  spent  the  rest  seducing 

The  Roman  traffic  cops. 

VII. 

And  then,  as  now,  did  students 

All  thoughts  of  work  dismiss, 
And  think  in  consolation 

That  ignorance  is  bliss. 
They  walked  beneath  the  moonlight, 

Where  mystic  dreams  enthrall, 
And  gave  away  the  frat  pins, 

Which  e'er  came  back  by  fall. 

VIII. 

One  class  in  all  that  city 

By  spring  became  oppressed, 
And  balmy  zephyrs  wakened 

No  echoes  in  their  breast. 
For  then  as  now  professors 

Cared  not  though  birds  did  sing, 
And  lessons,  long  in  winter, 

Were  longer  yet  in  spring. 
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For  Women  Only — 


TO  THK  ladies,  the  fair  and  so-called  gentle  sex,  and  particularly  that  segment  of  the  whole 
which  includes  the  beauteous  damsels  characteristic  of  the  genus  coed  whose  habitat  is  the 
Northwestern  campus — to  them,  as  we  set  out  to  say,  is  dedicated  this  Coed  Number  of  the 
Purple  Parrot.  This  issue  is  in  more  or  less  degree  of,  by,  and  for  the  coed;  and  more  especially 
it  is  about  her. 

And  what  month  could  be  more  fitting  and  appropriate  for  such  a  number  than  March?  Quite 
ignoring  the  variability  of  March  weather,  which  it  would  be  at  least  ungallant  to  mention — the 
devastating  daily  changes  from  winter  to  summer  and  back  again  through  spring,  the  sunlit  showers 
and  rain-drenched  snows,  the  gentle  gales  and  tempestuous  zephyrs — barring  all  these,  March  remains 
the  Easter  month,  which  is  primarily  woman's  season. 

It  is  then  that  even  the  staidest  members  of  the  superior  sex  upset  the  Darwinian  dictum  that 
ornamentation  is  characteristic  of  the  male;  it  is  then  they  start  anew  the  endless  rush  to  dress  like 
everybody  else  before  everybody  else  dresses  that  way.  Delivery  boys  rush  hither  and  yon  with  hat- 
boxes  containing  "priceless  creations"  of  wire  and  cloth  and  hectic  artificial  flowers,  which  the  mere 
man  who  foots  the  bill  will  say  are  anything  but  priceless.  New  dresses  and  furs  and  wraps  and 
whatnots  drive  the  aforesaid  mere  man  to  an  early  grave,  and  the  woman  to  an  Easter  church  service. 

It  is  therefore  highly  fitting  and  eminently  proper  that  we  should  so  dedicate  this  March  issue 
of  the  Purple  Parrot;  and  we  take  great  pleasure  in  presenting  herewith  to  the  feminine  bloc  in 
our  university  their  number  of  the  magazine. 
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April  Fool — 


It  would  be  at  least  unwise,  if  not  actually 
dangerous,  to  say  that  the  subject  of  All  Fools' 
Day  is  brought  to  mind  by  the  preceding  editorial. 
Besides,  such  a  statement  would  be  untrue.  It  is 
the  calendar,  and  nothing  more  libelous,  which 
brings  up  the  matter. 

The  ancient  and  honorable  custom  of  celebrat- 
ing April  first  would  seem  to  be  on  the  decline. 
Along  the  campus  one  finds  no  purses  lying  on 
the  sidewalk  to  vanish  at  the  end  of  a  string 
when  one  stoops  to  pick  them  up,  and  no  hats 
concealing  bricks  for  the  unsuspecting  toe  (but 
why  should  anyone  want  to  kick  an  unoffending 
hat  at  sight  anyway?).  The  tradition  of  "safety 
in  numbers"  becomes  a  mockery  for  the  practical 
joker  who  fills  the  fraternity  sugar  bowls  with 
salt  or  mixes  kerosene  with  the  syrup.  Occa- 
sionally, it  is  true,  some  unsophisticated  freshman 
persuades  an  unwary  companion  to  crane  his  neck 
after  a  flight  of  imaginary  geese;  but  his  jesting 
brings  no  mirth. 

However,  a  closer  examination  will  show  that 
there  is  not  really  a  lessening  of  interest  in  the 
great  game  of  April  Fool  as  the  individual  pro- 
gresses from  callow  childhood  to  college  days  and 
what  is  known  as  "the  World."  On  the  con- 
trary, the  observance  is  extended  rather  than 
diminished,  so  that  in  the  higher  stages  of  civiliza- 
tion one  sees  the  genius  of  April  Fool  presiding 


every  day,  and  life  becomes  an  unbroken  succes- 
sion of  All  Fools'  Days.  To  be  sure,  we  do  not 
put  salt  in  the  sugar  bowl,  but  we  sand  our  sugar, 
sweeten  our  "pure  fruit"  jams  with  saccharine 
and  color  them  with  coal  tar  derivatives,  and 
sell  as  coal  a  mixture  of  coal  and  mine  waste  or 
else  the  unadulterated  culm.  We  do  not  crane 
our  necks  at  nonexistent  geese,  but  we  do  focus 
our  gaze  on  a  beautifully  engraved  stock  cer- 
tificate and  a  hectic  prospectus  with  Old  Faithfuls 
done  in  oil  while  our  cash  flows  gently  into  the 
hands  of  the  bogus  stock  promoter.  If  we  have 
not  bricks  concealed  under  hats  to  balk  the  toe 
in  the  midst  of  an  exhilarating  kick,  we  do  have 
gold  bricks,  and  the  less  concealed  they  are  the 
more  readily  we  are  taken  in. 

Thus  we  are  all  engaged  in  one  great  game  of 
April  Fool,  wherein  we  fool  and  are  fooled  with 
the  greatest  zest  and  hilarity,  and  victimize  our- 
selves most  of  all.  Anil  the  Ford  of  Misrule 
called  Fate  holds  the  throne  through  an  age-long 
All  Fools'  Day;  at  any  rate,  so  some  of  the  wise 
men  would  have  it. 

Therefore,  Polly  will  not  publish  a  special 
April  Fool  Number;  for  how  can  a  jester  be  con- 
sistent on  April  first  except  by  throwing  away  his 
stupid  cap  and  bells,  and  going  about  happy  in 
the  knowledge  that  he  can  consistently  be  solemn 
for  a  day? 


Equal  Rights— 


The  question  of  equal  rights  for  women  has 
ceased  to  agitate  the  world  as  it  did  eight  or  ten 
years  ago,  but  there  is  still  going  on  a  movement 
toward  a  greater  freedom  for  women,  and  a  few 
brave  souls  are  working  as  valiantly  as  ever  for 
true  sex  equality.  Even  now  there  is  a  strong 
movement  on  foot  for  legislation  giving  women 
equal  standing  with  men  in  industry,  in  the  mat- 
ters of  pay  and  hours.  That  such  legislation 
would  also  remove  present  protection  for  women 
is  apparently  irrelevant. 

College  women  have  ever  been  in  the  fore  in 
all  movements  for  reform.  No  college  magazine 
can  be  representative  unless  it  stands  for  equality 
of  the  sexes.  The  Purple  Parrot  therefore 
announces  its  program  for  campus  reform  in  this 


direction,    to   which    all   lovers  of  justice   should 
rally : 

i.  The  use  of  the  university  rifle  range  for 
coeds  as  well  as  faculty. 

2.  Cheering  sections  for  coeds  at  all  football, 
basketball  and  baseball  games. 

3.  Frosh  caps  and  senior  toques  for  women. 

4.  The  right  of  the  woman  to  pay  for  "date" 
breakfasts  at  chapel  time;  also  for  prom  tickets, 
taxi  rides,  and  other  two-somes. 

5.  Fraternity  baseball  serenades  on  Willard 
Hall  lawn  at  six  a.  m. 

6.  The  privilege  of  giving  up  one's  seat  to  the 
opposite  sex  in  all  crowded  places. 

7.  The  right  to  leave  stairways  at  Harris  Hall 
and  U.  H.  open  to  traffic. 
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B.:  "Some  musical  bimbo!" 

V.:  "H'zat?" 

B. :  "Plays  the  shoe  horn  in  the  collar  band.' 


THE  PARABLE  OF  THE  ONE  WHO  HAD  NO 
LINE 

Now  it  came  to  pass  in  the  afternoon  that  I  rose 
up  from  my  morris-chair  and  walked  in  the  streets 
of  the  city,  and  behold,  I  saw  a  girl  buying  peanuts 
at  John's  wagon  and  she  was  exceeding  beautiful 
to  look  upon.  And  I  inquired  of  those  standing  by, 
"Who  is  this  woman  ?"  and  they  answered  me  say- 
ing, "Is  this  not  Marjorie  the  daughter  of 
Smythe?"    And  it  was  even  so. 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  the  maid  pursued  me 
even  unto  my  dreams  and  I  could  not  sleep.  And 
I  stretched  forth  my  hand  and  plucked  the  light 
cord  and  communed  with  "The  Sheik"  until  the 
dawning  of  the  day. 

Now  after  the  seventh  day,  my  heart  being 
torn  within  me  for  that  I  was  not  made  known  to 
her,  I  lifted  up  my  voice  and  inquired  of  those 
who  were  with  me  in  the  house  if  perchance  any 
of  them  knew  the  woman.  Now  it  chanced  there 
was  a  man  called  Winton  who  knew  her  even  that 
he  called  her  "Margie,"  and  I  cursed  him  that  he 
had  not  made  it  known  unto  me  aforetime.  And 
he  spake  unto  me  and  said,  "At  the  going  down  of 
the  sun  let  us  go  unto  the  maid  and  speak  with 
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her:  she  shall  see  thee  and  thou  shalt  be  made 
known  unto  her,  and  perchance  she  will  make  for 
us  some  fudge."  And  verily  I  was  smitten  with 
consternation  that  the  man  could  think  in  his 
heart  of  fudge. 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  night  we  betook  our- 
selves even  to  the  door  posts  of  her  father's  house. 
And  the  maid  was  there.  Now  Winton  approached 
the  place  whereon  she  stood,  and  I  continued  be- 
hind him ;  and  he  spake  unto  her  saying,  "Margie, 
thou  seest  with  me  this  man,  a  friend  whom  I 
would  that  thou  shouldst  know,  and  his  name  is 
Williams."  And  when  he  had  made  an  end  of 
speaking  the  maid  waxed  eloquent  and  said  unto 
me,  "Ohhowdoyoudormsogladtoseeyou."  But  I 
could  not  make  answer,  for  I  was  smitten  with  her 
beauty.  Yea,  verily,  her  eyes  were  as  the  stars 
of  heaven  and  her  skin  as  the  lilies  of  the  field. 
Her  voice  was  as  the  trickling  of  water  over  the 
small  rocks  and  her  smile  as  the  glint  thereof. 
Her  lips  were  red  like  the  poppies  and  the  hair 
of  her  head  was  as  the  wheatfield  when  it  is 
yellow. 

As  I  was  considering  these  things  in  my  heart 
the  man  smote  me  in  the  ribs  and  spake  so  that 
those  over  against  us  might  not  hear  the  words 
of  his  mouth.  And  he  said,  "Speak  thou  unto  the 
maid  and  say  that  Christmas  is  coming."  And 
seeing  that  she  waxed  impatient  I  sought  to  un- 
bind my  tongue  that  I  might  speak,  and  the  per- 
spiration stood  on  my  brow  and  with  a  mighty 
effort  I  spake  and  said  unto  her,  "Thinkst  thou 
the  price  of  coal  will  come  down?"  And  all  they 
that  heard  it  laughed  and  the  whole  room  was 
convulsed  with  mirth. 

And  all  that  evening  I  was  not  able  to  talk  but 
regarded  her  with  mine  eyes  and  thought  upon 
her.  And  all  they  who  were  roundabout  said 
amongst  themselves,  "He  is  a  dumbbell." 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  in  the  second  watch 
of  the  night  I  was  still  there  and  all  the  rest  had 
gone  home  to  their  dwellings.  And  I  fell  on  my 
knees  before  her  and  lifted  up  my  voice  and  spake 
unto  her  saying,  "Margie,  sweetest  one,  I  love  thee, 
I  love  thee.  My  heart  has  yearned  after  thee  even 
from  the  first  moment  I  saw  thee  on  the  corner. 
My  heart  cries  out  after  thee  and  I  cannot  dwell 
without  thee." 

And  she  answered  me  saying,  "Oh  rot!" 

Therefore  I  arose  up  from  my  knees  and  dusted 
the  lint  therefrom  and,  laying  hold  on  my  hat,  de- 
parted from  the  room ;  and  the  woman  followed. 
(Continued  on  page  36) 
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THE  CAPTAIN  SPEAKS 

The  leaping  flames  in  the  great  hearth  threw 
fitful  gleams  across  the  vast  banquet  hall.  Smok- 
ing torches  helped  dispel  the  shadows  in  the  al- 
coves. An  assemblage  of  brave  knights  sat 
around  a  table,  eating,  drinking  and  making  merry. 
The  ruddy  light  gleamed  on  their  burnished  armor 
and  rippled  along  the  silver  goblets.  Laughter 
echoed  and  rang  clown  the  hall  and  spurs  clanked 
on  the  stone  pavement. 

"Some  music!  Give  us  a  tune!"  The  Duke  of 
Lancaster  spoke. 

"Aye,  thou'rt  right,  brave  knight.  Musician, 
play,"  commanded  the  King. 

The  banquet  hall  was  soon  transformed  into 
a  ball  room  and  the  firelight  threw  its  rays  upon 
the  noblest  and  prettiest  maids  of  all  that  domain. 
The  musicians  struck  up  the  martial  air  of  "The 
Sheik  of  Araby"  and  soon  in  the  center  of  the 
room,  gathered  about  the  fair  Lady  Helen,  were 
three  knights  vying  with  one  another  for  the 
honor  of  the  first  dance.  Just  before  the  knights 
prepared  to  abandon  words  for  lances  the  King 
appeared  and  did  settle  the  dispute  by  dancing 
with  the  fair  one  himself. 

In  a  far  corner  of  the  hall  a  man  sat  alone 
watching  every  move  of  the  Lady  Helen.  She,  it 
is  true,  knew  him  not  but  he  cherished  her  in  his 
heart.  He  wore  no  knightly  armor,  merely  the  in- 
signia of  a  captain  in  the  king's  hired  army.  A 
brave  soldier,  but  separated  from  his  love  by  the 
barriers  of  rank.  He  appeared  bored,  for  all  his 
intensity,  and  did  his  finger  gnawing  half-heart- 
edly. 

Suddenly  he  seemed  unable  to  contain  himself 
longer.  He  sprang  to  his  feet  and  strode  to  the 
spot  where  the  King  and  the  Lady  Helen  had  been 
dancing  for  several  minutes.  From  his  honest 
eyes  there  shot  a  fire  that  might  well  cause  even 
a  king  to  falter. 

"Oh,  King,"  he  began,  "thou  knowest  that  I 
am  but  a  poor  hired  soldier ;  and  yet  I  love  the  fair 
Lady  Helen."  As  he  spoke,  his  face  was  contorted 
with  the  intensity  of  his  feeling.  Suddenly  he 
clawed  the  air,  and  shuddered  convulsively.  "Ouch ! 
This  tin  suit  is  sticking  me  again !"  he  wailed,  and 
fled. 

"You  burrheaded  jackass!  This  is  the  third 
time  you've  gummed  this  scene.  You're  fired. 
Vamoose.  .  .  Now  we  gotta  do  all  this  over 
again.    All  right.    Camera."  — C.  V.  K. 


Pmple  PflivoT 


Her:    "They  say  that  prof,  has  mastered  all  the 
modern  tongues." 

Him:    "All  but  his  wife's." 


"Keep  up  with  the  current  of  the  times,"  said 
the  electricity. 


The  Goof:  "Willie,  did  you  know  I  was  going  to 
marry  your  sister?" 

The  Holy  Terror:  "Yeh,  when  did  you  find  it 
out?" 


GOOD  LOOKING 
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MARCH 


First  She:  "How  do  you  like  my  new  engage- 
ment ring?" 

Second  Her:  "It's  a  peach;  when  does  it  come 
off?"  

BOBBIN 

With  humble  apologies  to  Sinclair  Lewis. 

I. 

Bobbin  rose.  He  got  out  of  his  bed  at  seven 
o'clock,  at  the  third  ring  of  his  alarm  clock.  His 
clock  was  standard ;  his  bed  was  a  new  one,  hand- 
some, shiny,  standard,  quantitatively  produced. 
All  the  furnishings  of  his  house  were  standard, 
quantitatively  produced.  In  his  innocent  sim- 
plicity he  enjoyed  this  uniformity. 

The  poor  boob. 

II. 

Bobbin  shaved.  He  dressed.  Dressed  in  the 
same  sort  of  gray  suit  he  always  wore,  with  the 
same  drab  tie.  Never  any  different.  He  had  no 
desire  to  seem  a  freak. 

Bobbin  descended  to  breakfast,  breakfast  in  the 
dining  room  at  the  left  of  the  stairway.  He  ate 
his  grapefruit  as  he  had  for  years,  had  the  same 
sort  of  cereal,  cooked  the  same  length  of  time, 
with  the  same  pinch  of  salt.  Two  eggs,  two  slices 
of  bacon,  one  cup  of  coffee.  The  same  sort  of 
breakfast  he  had  always  had.  He  had  become  at- 
tached to  this  regularity.  He  liked  to  think  that 
regularity  improved  one's  health. 

The  poor  nut. 


III. 

Bobbin  was  a  professor,  a  "prof,"  in  the  uni- 
versity vernacular.  So  he  mounted  his  standard- 
ized bicycle,  carrying  his  books  and  papers  in 
the  same  brown  brief  case  he  had  carried  for 
years,  and  pedaled  to  the  campus.  Each  year 
found  new  textbooks  and  new  trick  questions  in 
the  brief  case,  but  it  was  the  same  case. 

IV. 

Bobbin  lectured  to  a  class.  He  drawled  the 
same  platitudes  that  had  echoed  in  that  room 
for  years;  he  had  the  same  illustrations,  the  same 
comment  for  the  idle  and  the  flunkers,  the  same 
half-hearted  praise  for  the  efficient.  He  dulled 
youthful  minds  precisely  as  he  had  dulled  them 
for  years,  employed  the  same  academic  and  anti- 
quated methods,  flunked  the  same  percentage, 
gave  the  same  number  of  "A's."  He  believed  that 
each  class  was  the  same  as  the  last,  each  no  more, 
and  hardly  any  less,  intelligent. 

V. 
Once  some  silly  common  sense  crept  into  Bob- 
bin's professorial  routine.  He  tried  to  be  per- 
sonally interested  in  his  students ;  he  fitted  his 
teaching  to  each  individual ;  he  gave  constructive 
criticism  to  his  pupils.  The  head  of  the  depart- 
ment said  that  entirely  too  many  freshmen  were 
passing  the  course,  that  forty  per  cent  should 
flunk.  The  Dean  said,  "Rules  are  rules,"  when  by 
some  grave  oversight  a  student  was  given  a  sec- 
ond chance.  The  president  protested  that  grades 
in  Bobbin's  courses  were  higher  than  the  aver- 
age, as  determined  by  intelligence  tests.  Finally 
the  faculty  as  a  body  began  to  "bring  pressure  to 
bear."  "You  can't  ignore  all  our  graphs  and  charts 
and  statistics  and  intelligence  quotients,  and  call 
yourself  an  honest  educator,"  they  said. 

VI. 

But  Bobbin  soon  came  back  to  normal,  and  be- 
came a  100',;  faculty  man.  "No  more  silly  sen- 
timentalism  for  me,"  he  said.  "These  charts 
must  be  right.  Who  ever  heard  of  a  psychological 
test  that  failed?" 

So  he  was  readmitted  to  good  standing  with 
the  Faculty  Association  and  became  a  bred-in-the- 
bone  prof.  He  neglected  the  outside  world  en- 
tirely and  taught  his  pupils  all  about  it.  He  con- 
tinued dulling  youthful  minds  until  some  of  their 
possessors  became  profs  and  others  were  turned 
out  with  degrees — standard,  quantitatively  pro- 
duced degrees  dealt  out  to  standard,  quantitatively 
produced  students. 

The  poor  boob.  — A.  P.  K. 
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WHAT  IS  THE  SECRET  OF  SUCCESS? 

"Push,"  said  the  button. 
"Take  pains,"  said  the  window. 
"Never  take  sides,"  said  the  ball. 
"Be  round  when  you're  wanted,"  said  the  barrel. 
"Find  a  good  thing  and  stick  to  it,"  said  the  glue. 
"Never  do  anything  offhand,"  said  the  glove. 
"Don't  blow  up,"  said  the  dynamite. 
"Support  your  friends,"  said  the  chair. 
"Put  your  best  foot  forward,"  said  the  centipede. 
"Never  be  led,"  said  the  pencil. 
"Do  not  have  a  brush  with  anybody,"  said  the 
comb. 

"Keep  in  tune,"  said  the  piano. 
"Do  a  good  turn  every  day,"  said  the  lathe. 

—A.  P.  K. 


ViivpXo  PflivpT 


We  knew  there'd  have  to  be  an  argument  if  we 
had  a  Coed  Number! 


DEFINITION 

A  poet  is  a  person  who 

In  springtime  writes  a  sonnet, 
And  sends  it  to  a  lady,  who 

Would  rather  have  a  bonnet. 


Her :  "You  wouldn't  marry  a  girl  for  her  money, 
would  you?" 

Hit:  "No,  but  on  the  other  hand  I  wouldn't  let 
her  become  an  old  maid  because  she  had  money." 


Journalism  Jane  says  men  are  like  the  moon : 
shine  best  at  night,  and  down  to  their  last  quarter 
a  good  part  of  the  time. 


"Time  is  ungallant." 

"Howzat?" 

"It  tells  on  a  woman." 
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A  Preview  of  the  Seaso 
Book  and  Lyrics  by  WALTER  M.  SCHWIMMER  and  DM 


IMJOLOOl  I. 
Now  long  ago  in  Shakespeare's  time,  when  Hamlet  was 

the  rage. 
The  queerest  sort  of  scenes  and  acts  were  played  upon 

the  stage: 
The  scenery  was  lettered  on  a  bit  of  cardboard  then, 
And   women's  parts  in  all  the  plays  were  taken  by  the 

men. 

But  in  this  modern  age  of  ours  it's  no  surprise  to  know 
That   things   are   strange    and   they    have   changed,   since 

years  of  long  ago: 
For  now  our  great  producers,  lacking  plot,  make  scenery 

serve. 
And  we  in  our  revue  intime  may  coed  men  observe. 


ACT  1 

The  girls  who  derive  so  much  entertainment  from  the 
spectacle  of  the  big-footed,  muscular  ponies  in  an  "all- 
men  revue"  change  places  when  thev  themselves  try  to 
appear  nonchalant  and  debonair  in  the  "conventional 
black."  l\  there  is  anything  funnier  than  the  men  in  a 
coed  show,  it  is  the  same  chorus  at  rehearsal. 

Ill  of  which  is  by  the  nay.     The  "men  '  come  on  in 
the  next  scene  of  rehearsal,  and  iti  the  meantime  the  Coed 


herself  is  being  introduced  in  a  clever  song. 


Tin 


Coach,  who  is  more  accustomed  to  rehearsing  the  so- 
called  stronger  sex.  is  strongly  considering  a  retreat  to 
the  fire  escape  to  express  himself  for  a  feiv  minutes. 
He.  from  force  of  habit,  already  pronounces  the  play  a 
total  failure,  but  the  girls  take  his  statement  with  a  bar- 
rel of  salt. 

Coach:     Well,  wh.ii  are  yuh  waitin'  for?     Didn't  you 
get  your  cue? 


The  Cirl  runs  out  from  the  wings,  then  goes  back  and 
returns  with  her  best  stage  stride,  giving  the  orchestra 
a  chance  to  make  a  second  start.  If  ith  her  mind  on  the 
empty  seats,  she  sings,  with  graceful  and  sometimes  ap- 
propriate gestures : 

Girl:    Now  several  years  ago  I  went 
To  an  a-cad-e-mee, 
And  there  I  often  wondered  how 
My  college  life  would  be. 

I  thought  of  stern  professors  there, 

Of  Latin  and  of  Greek — 
I  reallv  thought  I'd  learn  those  things. 

And  never  read  "The  Sheik." 

Six  more  coeds,  dressed  like  the  first,  march  out  from 
the  wings. 

Chorus:     Oh,  we're  having  lots  of  fun  at  college, 
To  say  the  least  it  is  a  treat; 
We  never  stick  to  textbook  knowledge. 
Our  snappy  stories  are  a  treat. 

Girl:     Now    in  the  college  we  attend 
There  is  a  facultee 
Which  has  some  English  profs  who  are 
As  strict  as  they  can  be. 

And  though  they  may  be  here  tonight, 

We'll  give  a  demonstration 
Of  the  sort  of  words  we  really  use 

In  classroom  conversation — 

Chorus:     We're  the  dog's  kimona   and  the  frog's  eye- 
brows, 
We're  the  flappers  of  the  U.  of  N. ; 
Oh.   we  agitate  a  wicked  puppy  when   we  dance. 
We're  the  shebas  of  the  college  men. 

Every  bozo  on  the  campus  is  some  girlie's  sheik; 

On  dates  they  know  just  how  to  please. 
For  the  way  they  shake  a  hoof  is  the  very  snakes 
hips, 

It's  the  tadpole's  teddy  and  the  bee's  knees! 

Coach:  (he  hates  to  do  this,  but  there's  no  choice): 
Pretty  fair,  pretty  fair.  .  .  You  gotta  polish 
up  a  lot  yet,  though;  and  get  in  some  action, 
there  in  the  chorus.     Now,  listen  to  this — 
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jmost  Musical  Comedy 
BRUNER       ((lustrations  by  MARGARET  COUFFER 


ACT  II 

Time,  the  Big  Night.  Place,  the  Big  Show.  No  revue 
can  be  considered  complete  without  its  oriental  scene, 
and  here  it  is,  red  lights,  tom-tom,  and  all.  Somewhere 
in  the  sea  of  faces  (copyright  applied  for)  which  forms 
the  audience,  sit  the  mother  and  small  brother  of  one  of 
the  leading  men,  who  will  be  shocked  when  she  produces 
a  cigaret  case  later  in  the  act.  .  .  But  thai  is  not 
yet.     In   the  meantime — 

The  Boy  (whispering  very  audibly  in  a  sudden  hush  of 
the  orchestra) :  Mom,  we  got  that  piece  on  the 
victrola,  ain't  we? 

Mother:     Yes,  only  don't  be  so  loud. 

Silence  for  five  seconds 

Boy:     Sav.  mom.  does  Kate  do  that  in  the  show? 
Mother:     Will  you  be  still?     No.  she  dresses  up  like 

a  man. 
Boy:     Well,  this  one  ain't  dressed  much  like  a  man,  I 

guess,  is  she,  mom? 

Mom  sits  very  stiff  on  the  edge  of  the  seat.  That  girl 
is  awful  active,  and  mom  is  afraid  something  might  not 
hold.  She  will  have  to  speak  to  Katie  about  the  company 
she  keeps. 

Boy"  (pulling  at  mom  s  sleeve — wait  till  she  gets  him 
home):  Is  she,  mom?     Is  she  dressed  like  a  man? 

Mother:  No,  of  course  not.  If  I  hear  another  word 
out  of  you  you'll  have  to  go  out.  now. 

Boy  subsides.  He  doesn't  want  to  miss  Kate  in  her 
new  disguise;  thinks  it  ought  to  be  worth  seeing.  lit  ivill 
be.  .  .  The  curtain  falls  with  a  full  crash  from  the 
orchestra,  cymbals,  drums,  and  everything  else.  As  the 
lights   flash    on.    He    and   She.    behind   Mom    and   Little 


Brother,  sit  erect,  suddenly  conscious  of  a  decided  list 
to  starboard  and  port,  respectively. 

He    (clapping    vociferously) :      That's    good.      Yes,    sir, 

that's  good. 
She:      \es,  I  think  that  next  to  the  last  movement   was 

especially    good.     So — so    thrilling,    so    stirring. 

don't   you  know? 
He  (doesn't  know,  but  that  makes  no  difference) :     Yes, 

it  was   awfully  good.     It's  the  best   part   of  the 

show  yet. 
She:      Yes.      There's  something   to    it:    it's   not    so   silly 

and   meaningless   as  these  jokes   and   stuff.     This 

reminds  me  of  Pavlowa — or  is  it  Nazimova? 
He    (can't  say,   but  has  to  say  something) :      She   don't 

jump  as  high  as  Pavlowa. 

If  hich  may.  after  all.  be  a  perfectly  good  criticism. 


ACT  III 

The  final  curtain  has  been  rung  down,  several  times 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  and  the  cast  is  assembling,  and  dis- 
assembling, in  the  dressing  room.  All  are  lighthearted 
now,  except  the  one  who  left  out  a  perfectly  killing  joke 
on  the  registrar  by  sojne  unaccountable  mistake.  The 
rush  is  terrible,  although  most  of  them  are  sure  of  their 
particular  stage-door  johnnies. 

First  Coed:  Well,  that's  over.  Now  I  can  study  some; 
got  a  quiz  at  eight  Monday  morning. 

Second  Ditto:  Say,  don't  go  to  hanging  crepe  tonight. 
I'm  glad  it's  over,  too,  but  I'm  not  running  my- 
self ragged  hunting  something  else  to  worry 
about. 

(Continued  on  page  35) 
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VERSES   GRAVE 


i 
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CITY  SPRING 

There  is  a  bit  of  green  there  in  the  park, 

The  air  is  warm,  damp  with  a  warm  lake  breeze. 

The  clouds  are  dancing,  playing  up  between 

Those  towers  of  stone.    A  car  clangs  at  my  elbow, 

And  at  my  side  presses  a  small  thin  face 

With  restless  eyes,  that  watch  so  hungrily 

The  spring  parade  here  on  the  Avenue 

That  it  is  a  relief  when  she  is  gone. 

The  wind  has  snatched  a  hat  and  lifts  it  up. 

Then  out  and  through  the  dust  in  crazy  paths. 

A  man  pursues  it.     All  the  Avenue 

Pauses  to  natch  and  smile,  its  sad-eyed  mask 

Falls  off  and  lets  the  windy  sunshine  in 

A  moment.     Then  the  smoke  comes  down  again. 

Monotony  and  weariness  once  more 

Engulf  us  all.  like  chilling  autumn  rain. 

— M.  S. 


COMPLETE 

Sunlight  and  shadow 
Falling  across  m  y  paper 
Having  epitomized  life  so  subtly 
That  my  efforts  seem  vain. 


-C.  R.  II. 


HARLEQUINADE 
I  should  like  to  hold  a  chrysanthemum  bud 

Up  to  the  moon 
(Cold  and  clear  from  its  roots  and  mud ) 

Like  a  gold  balloon ; 
But  the  stars  would  frown  from  their  pallid  net 

In  the  sombre  sky: 
A  clown  must  grin  at  his  own  regret, 

And  drown  his  sigh. 

— S.-M.  B 

EMBERS 
Frail  leaves  in  the  deep  twilight. 
A  gaunt  elm  against  the  sky; 
Outside  my  ashen  window, 
The  mists  are  scudding  by. 

The  wind  is  swift  and  clamor ful. 
I  pity  the  shivering  souls 
Upon  whose  hearth  fade  fast 
The  last  of  life's  white  coals. 

— C.  M. 


CONFESSION 

The  time  I've  spent  in  wooing. 
In  watching  and  pursuing, 

The  light  that  lies 

In  woman  s  eyes, 
Has  proved  my  heart's  undoing. 

Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  me, 
I've  scorned  the  lore  she  brought  me: 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks. 
And  folly's  all  they've  taught  me. 


-E.  B.  J. 


HOME  ROAD 
The  home  road  halts  at  the  top  of  a  hill 
To  see  if  the  world  is  follouing  still ; 

Turns  a  corner  like  the  crook  of  a  knee 
And  runs  on  down  where  none  can  see, 

Skirts  a  new  hill  at  an  easy  lope. 

And  climbs  into  town  up  a  gentle  slope. 

It  passes  the  schoolhouse.  set  off  alone. 
Red  and  square,  a  brick  monotone; 

It  runs  past  landmarks  of  earlier  days. 
Tree-swathed  houses  in  brown  and  grays; 

Past  newer  houses,  glaring  and  hard. 
Each  one  prim  in  its  bare  dooryard. 

The  little  road  primps,  as  people  do, 
To  go  "downtown" — by  a  block  or  two 

Of  wooden  buildings,  old  and  sick, 
And  modern  ones  of  bright  red  brick. 

It  marches  along,  with  carefree  heart, 
Through  shady  ways  to  the  newer  part, 

Where  lawn  and  privet  hedge  give  way 
To  smartueed  pink,  and  fennel  spray. — 

Then  the  road  goes  straight  in  dusty  brown. 
And  looks  not  back  on  the  little  town. 


-D.  K.  B. 
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AND  VERSES  GAY 


KITTY!  KITTY! 

Coed,  coed,  fair  and  bright, 
In  glad:  raiment  all  bedight, 
Say,  what  mad  fanatic's  dream 
Framed  thine  awful  color  scheme? 

By  what  blunder  or  what  plan 
Came  thy  flaunting,  fierce  bandan". 
And  ivhy  upon  thy  hat  have  blown 
Flowers  that  Nature  would  disowm? 

And  when  the  gods  frown  in  despair 

At  the  mess  you  call  your  hair. 

Can  they  smile  their  work  to  see, 

Can  they  who  made  mere  man,  make  thee? 

Coed,  coed,  fair  and  bright. 
In  glad  raiment  all  bedight, 
Say,  what  mad  fanatic's  dream 
Framed  thine  awful  color  scheme? 


* 


-LULE 


THE  PUNSTER'S  LAMENT 
I  ivould  knoiv  why  the  ivhole  world  abhors  me, 

As  it  points  to  me  with  shame: 
It  used  to  ring  with  my  merriest  wit, 

And  my  friends  all  sang  my  fame. 

But  my  friends  in  their  pity  have  left  me; 

All  the  girls  I  knew  are  gone; 
Alone  I  stand  at  my  journey's  end, 

But  my  punning  still  goes  on. 

I  have  sought  for  a  loftier  motive 

To  redeem  my  fallen  mirth, 
But  it  always  slips  in  the  same  old  groove 

Of  the  lowest  form  on  earth. 

And  I  fear  that  my  troubles  wont  vanish 

With  my  life  in  punning  spent ; 
'Twill  be  just  my  luck  to  be  consigned 

To  eternal  pun-ishment. 

— M.  R.  E. 


PORTRAIT 
Her  eyes  are  like  the  deep  blue  sea, 

Her  lips  a  budding  rose; 
Her  teeth  are  glistening  pure  white  pearls- 

But  she  has  a  Roman  nose. 

Her  hair  is  the  shade  of  waving  grain. 

Her  voice  is  low  and  sweet. 
Her  cheeks  are  like  the  setting  sun — 

But  she  sports  enormous  feet. 


-E.  B.  J. 


AIN'T  NATURE  WONDERFUL 
The  druggists     fill  prescriptions. 

And  fill  and  fill  and  fill; 
The  actors  fill  the  playhouse; 

The  plumbers  fill  the  bill. 

And  so  the  humble  poet 
Must  meet  the  weary  pace. 

And  with  these  rotten  verses 
Must  fill  this  little  space. 


-M.  R.  E. 


A  NEW  THOUGHT 
Columbus  sure  did  a  grand  old  deed 

In  fourteen  ninety  two — 
Whoever  would  think  he  had  such  speed 

To  do  what  he  did  do? 

We  of  the  twentieth  century  guys 

Had  belter  stop  and  read. 
And  then  well  know  we're  not  so  good. 

In  our  topcoats  and  tweed. 

We  scowl  when  we  think  of  the  bygone  age. 

For  people  were  very  dumb; 
But  who  since  then  has  been  clever  enough 

To  do  ivhat  Cleo  done? 

We're  prone  to  think  that  we're  the  best, 

But  such  is  not  the  case — 
For  Henry  the  Eighth  ivas  wed  six  times, 

And  look  what  he  had  for  a  face! 

We  may  think  we're  snappy  and  full  of  the  jazz, 

And  head  over  heels  with  pep. 
But  you  read  your  history  and  you'll  find  out 

That  we're  not  even  in  step. 

— KID  GLOVE 
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Vaxy\o  VcinoJ 


He:  "How's  my  girl  today?" 

She  (with  enthusiasm)  :  "Just  fine!" 

He:  "How  do  you  know?" 


MARCH 

HE  MAJORED  AND  MINORED  IN  BOOKS 

He  was  an  awful  grind.  He  studied  so  much 
that  it  oozed  out  all  over  him;  his  shoes  had  a 
pedantic  squeak,  his  ears  struck  a  learned  angle, 
his  eyes  were  Grand  Canyons  of  languid  wisdom. 
He  was  a  Phi  Beta  Kappa.  After  a  hard  week  of 
study  he  would  celebrate  by  polishing  up  his  key 
and  standing  in  front  of  his  favorite  statue  at 
the  Art  Institute. 

She  was  a  bit  garrulous,  but  nice  clear  through 
and  had  red,  rosy  lips.  She  knew  a  little  about 
most  things,  had  a  mind  of  her  own,  and,  although 
not  a  "doggy"  dresser,  seemed  to  be  able  to  hang 
the  clothes  on  so  that  they  looked  as  though  they 
belonged  there.  The  fellows  did  not  seem  to  care 
for  her.     She  was  a  bit  garrulous. 

They  would  have  made  a  nice  match  if  they 
had  only  known  each  other. 


"Let  others  count  on  you,"  said  the  adding  ma- 
chine. 


SERVICE! 
Customer:  "Have  you  any  problem  novels?" 
Bookstore  Coed:  "No,  but  we  have  a  treatise  on 

the  fourth  dimension  which  contains  some  novel 

problems." 


Ed:  "Don't  you  love  to  see  the  sunrise?" 
Edna:  "Yes,  I  often  spend  whole  days  looking  at 


it. 


"Freeze  to  your  job,"  said  the  ice. 


Says  Dago  Dan,  "I  no  follow  da  fashion  pict', 
but  desa  bandan'  sure  put-a  me  in  da  style  dis-a 
time,  by  golly!" 


It  was  a  sunny  Sunday  afternoon  and  just 
about  everybody  was  having  a  good  time.  Our 
hero  adjusted  his  Phi  Beta  Kappa  key,  slid  out 
the  door  with  scarcely  a  squeak  and  tipped  his 
ears  toward  the  elevated.  He  smelled  the  air 
and  thought  of  Tennyson  or  Kipling  or  some- 
body. A  crack  in  the  sidewalk  reminded  him  of 
an  experiment  he  had  performed  in  regard  to  the 
expansion  of  solids.  While  waiting  for  the  train 
he  ruminated  on  the  ineffectuality  of  merely  ex- 
isting. 

Then  the  garrulous  one  stepped  on  the  plat- 
form. And  her  lips  were  rosy  and  she  needed 
someone  to  talk  to.  Our  hero  turned  and  weighed 
himself,  marking  the  result  down  on  page  37  of 
his  pocket  notebook. 

He  sat  beside  her  on  the  "L."  She  dropped  her 
handkerchief  and  he  picked  it  up ;  profuse  thanks 
and  a  conversation  on  crutches  followed.  He 
noticed  her  red,  rosy  lips.  He  stared  at  them.  A 
swerve  of  the  car  threw  him  toward  her.  He  was 
close  to  her.  She  smiled :  reel  lips.  He  straight- 
ened and  murmured  something  about  counteract- 
ing centrifugal  force  by  means  of  banked  turns. 
He  meditated  on  the  possibilities  of  counteracting 
centrifugal  force  as  a  profession  until  she  got 
off  in  the  "loop." 

He  never  saw  her  again.  — C.  A.  H. 


He  cursed  the  lake,  he  cursed  the  rain, 
He  cursed  the  blooming  weather — 

Both  girls  to  whom  he'd  been  engaged 
Fate  somehow'd  thrown  together. 

— H.  W.  T. 
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Sally  Pepys'  Diary 

Miss  Pepys  and  Her  Diary  Survive  a  Fall  Rushing  Season 
By  HELEN  W.  ENGSTROM 


Sept.  15th,  1922. 

This  morning  my  roommate  and  I  (we  living 
lately  at  Liberty  Place),  rose,  made  ourselves 
as  fine  as  we  could  with  our  new  tricotine 
dresses  and  velvet  hats,  and  then  to  the  Pantry 
where  we  did  eat  breakfast.  "Margie,"  for 
such  my  roommate  does  call  herself,  then  did  leave, 
and  I  to  Liberty  Place  again,  there  to  wait  for  some 
I  Eta  Pi  sorority  girls  to  call  for  me.  Miss  Oskosh 
and  two  other  girls,  whereof  I  knew  not  the  names, 
called.  Up,  I,  and  rode  myself  with  them  in  an 
auto  to  our  destination,  whereupon  the  auto  stop- 
ped before  the  house.  Were  received  by  an  infin- 
ite crowd  of  girls  who  showed  me  all  imaginable 
love  and  respect.  So  many  were  the  names  that  I 
did  feel  dismayed,  and  I  did  never  answer  so  many 
foolish  questions  in  my  life.  One  girl  did  inqiure 
of  me  as  many  as  four  times,  "Are  you  a  fresh- 
man?" and  "What  course  are  you  taking?' 
Another,  who  had  done  her  hair  up  into  the  fash- 
ion of  a  mountain  peak  writh  a  bun  in  the  back, 
did  lounge  around  me  so  long,  and  did  ask  me  so 
many  tiresome  questions,  that  I  did  wonder  when 
she  would  move.  She  asked  me,  finally,  if  I  would 
break  my  Saturday  evening  date  with  the  I  0  U's, 
and  upon  my  desire  I  did  promise  her  this  future 
favor.  After  I  did  sit  there  among  those  I  Eta  Pi's 
for  an  hour,  Miss  Oskosh,  and  the  girl  with  the 
mountain  peak  on  her  head,  did  up  and  serve  us 
with  some  food.  We  had  Dutch  apple-cake,  coffee, 
and  cantaloupe,  all  of  which  was  very  good. 

To  a  party  this  afternoon,  but  it  was  one  of  the 
I  0  U's  and  I  did  not  enjoy  answering  again  all  the 
stale  old  questions  I  had  answered  in  the  morning 
for  the  I  Eta  Pies.  I  did  eat  the  I  0  U's  food  and 
did  the  same  as  at  the  morning  party.  We  were  not 
allowed  to  keep  our  funny  little  favors,  not  so  much 
as  even  the  little  toothpicks  with  paper  heads  that 
held  the  sandwiches  together.  Should  cause  me  no 
vexation,  anyway,  since  I  can  myself  buy  tooth- 
picks cheap.  I  fell  into  discourse  with  a  girl  from 
Greenville,  whereupon  I  discovered  that  she  had  a 
brother  who  is  a  fraternity  brother  to  my  brother, 
Samuel  Pepys,  and  she  said  that  I  would  have  a 
pull  with  the  I  0  U's. 

Tonight  I  made  myself  ready  in  my  best  Can- 
ton crepe  and  new  black  hat  with  the  droopy  para- 
dise feather,  which  is  in  the  fashion,  and  to  the  I 
0  U's  party.    Was  asked  questions  as  heretofore. 


and  one  girl,  with  an  aristocratic  air  and  a  pug 
nose,  asked  from  me  my  opinion  on  athletics.  I 
do  not  much  care  about  them,  but  I  do  like  to  ride 
a  bicycle  and  play  checkers.  One  girl  spoke  of 
basketball,  but  that's  a  game  for  the  men  to  play, 
methought.  The  party  was  an  Egyptian  affair. 
A  little  girl  danced  on  her  toes  (I  tried  to  stand 
myself  on  my  toes,  but  I  did  fall  over  and  hurt 
my  forehead  on  the  rest  of  a  chair).  The  food 
was  supposed  to  be  Egyptian,  too,  methought,  be- 
cause I  cared  for  it  not  at  all.  I  do  not  eat  at  all 
now  except  at  parties,  because  I'm  trying  to  save 
myself  some  money.  Meals  are  not  yet  served  at 
the  dormitory.  One  of  the  I  0  U's  said  that  she 
did  wish  that  Pan-Hellenic  or  some  Greek  thing 
whereof  I  had  not  before  heard,  would  permit  more 
than  three  things  to  be  served  at  parties.  I,  too, 
wouldn't  mind,  because  I  do  get  infinitely  ravenous 
between  parties.  No  more  parties  until  tomorrow 
evening.  Will  have  to  buy  breakfast  and  lunch, 
but  will  have  a  free  meal  at  the  I  Eta  Pies'  party 
at  night. 

Sept  16th,  1922. 

Up  at  break  of  day.  My  forehead  was  very  red 
and  ill  from  yesterday's  hurt.  Saw  an  infinite 
great  number  of  students  today.  Spent  a  very 
wakeful  night  last  night.  Had  an  invitation  from 
the  Moo  Cow  Moo  sorority  to  a  party  on  Monday 
eve.  I  guess  I  shall  go  because  I  like  the  Moo  Cow 
Moo's  pin.  It  is  infinitely  small,  made  in  the  fash- 
ion of  a  cow's  head  with  red  eyes.  The  eyes  are 
glass,  methinks.  To  the  I  Eta  Pies'  party,  a  plaster 
on  my  forehead.  It  made  me  ready  to  weep  when 
the  girls  did  look  at  my  head  because  I  did  look  a 
sorry  sight.  The  party  was  merry  and  I  could  well 
perceive  that  the  girls  were  loth  to  leave  it.  I 
heard  one  girl  whisper  against  me  to  another  girl 
about  my  looks.  I  did  not  tell  them  that  my  father 
is  rich  because  he  owns  two  farms  and  a  mortgage. 
Anyway,  I  will  feel  myself  more  at  home  with  the 
Moo  Cow  Moos  because  I  like  their  pins  best.  To 
home  at  eleven  p.  m.    Am  sleepy. 

Sept.  17th,  1922  (Lord's  Day) . 

To  church.  Rushing  stopped  for  today.  I  do 
not  like  to  be  so  popular.  I  am  going  to  a  party 
tomorrow  if  the  bump  on  my  head  does  reduce  in 
size.  Haven't  again  tried  to  walk  myself  on  my 
toes.  (Continued  on  page  37) 
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COMMAND 
William  McFee — Doubleday,  Page  &  Co. 

Superlative  prase  of  a  book  by  any  critic  invar- 
iably sets  my  suspicions  on  edge.  Whatever  enters 
my  critical  good  graces,  I  like  to  believe,  enters  as 
proven  worthy  by  virtue  of  its  own  merit.  So 
when  H.  L.  Mencken  began  to  emit  huzzas  for 
William  McFee's  "Command",  I  immediately  in- 
trenched and  bade  the  invader  come  forth.  I  here- 
by admit  defeat  and  do  so  with  prayers  for  for- 
giveness, for  I  have  found  "Command"  as  enter- 
taining a  story,  as  stimulating  a  thought-pro- 
voker,  as  beautiful  a  piece  of  word  magic  as  I  have 
read  since  Joseph  Hergesheimer's  "Cytherea." 

McFee  has  taken  as  the  hero  of  his  romantic  sea 
story  of  the  War  period  one  Mr.  Spokesly,  of  "lim- 
ited intelligence,"  and  has  succeeded  in  showing 
the  man's  emotional  developement.  Across  the 
stage  in  this  strange  drama  move  Mr.  Dianopolous, 
Greek  money  changer,  who  is  the  embodiment  of 
Oriental  philosophy;  his  English  wife,  who  views 
from  her  invalid  bed  two  worlds  at  odds ;  Capt. 
Ranney,  "dope"  victim  and  woman  hater;  and 
Evanthia  Solaris. 

Evanthia  Solaris!  May  her  tribe  increase.  She 
is  the  elemental  tigress  who  knows  when  to  conceal 
her  claws  and  when  to  use  them  to  her  advantage 
in  a  more  aggressive  way.  She  is  woman  stripped 
of  the  paint,  powder  and  convention  of  our  Western 
world.  I  cannot  help  wondering  how  she  would 
fare  in  a  co-educational  institution. 

The  author  of  this  story  can  fashion  really  in- 
teresting tales  that  are  tinged  with  the  exotic  and 
yet  are  so  plausibly  written  that  they  seem  "true  to 
life."  McFee's  fine  sense  of  word  values  gives 
him  a  medium  to  match  his  imagination. 

— C.  R.  H. 

WORDS  OF  WRATH 

This  is  a  hymn  of  hate  about  "The  Best  British 
Short  Stories  of  1922,"  edited  by  Edward  J. 
O'Brien  and  John  Cournos  and  published  by  Small, 
Maynard  and  Company.  After  perusing  several 
gems  from  the  present  collection  I  have  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  either  the  Messrs.  O'Brien  and 
Cournos  are  using  a  hit-or-miss  system  of  choos- 
ing stories  of  excellence,  the  British  short-story 
writers  have  ceased  to  produce  anything  of  first 


rank,  or  I  know  absolutely  nothing  of  what  consti- 
tutes a  good  story.  Which  it  may  be,  the  reader 
may  judge  for  himself  by  reading  the  book. 

Stacy  Aumonier,  to  whom  the  book  is  dedicated, 
has  a  choice  morsel  of  nonsense  called  "Where  Was 
Wych  Street?"  (for  which  an  appropriate  subtitle 
would  be,  "Why  Is  a  Rabbit?"),  while  one  Dorothy 
Easton  records  in  "The  Reaper"  the  loss  of  his 
pedal  extremities  by  a  young  laborer,  with  all  the 
charm  the  occasion  seems  to  demand. 

"Broadsheet  Ballad,"  by  A.  E.  Coppard,  is  at 
least  plausible  enough  to  hold  the  interest  and 
shows  a  nice  choice  of  words,  but  over  against  it 
the  editors  set  such  a  tale  as  "The  Song,"  by  May 
Edginton,  and  the  scales  drop  heavily  on  the  devil's 
side  again.  How  this  curio  of  blundering  banality 
could  ever  be  chosen  as  one  of  the  best  British 
short  stories  of  the  year  is  quite  beyond  me.  It 
verges  dangerously  near  burlesque. 

I  might  have  passed  the  book  by  with  only  a 
slight  feeling  of  nausea,  however,  had  it  not  been 
that  I  glanced  at  Senor  Cournos'  introductory  re- 
marks. He  drags  out  with  all  seriousness  the  dic- 
tum that  there  are  two  schools  of  story  writing  and 
two  schools  of  criticism,  and  that  these  concern 
themselves  with  form  on  the  one  hand  and  subject- 
matter  on  the  other.  He  then  (still  in  all  serious- 
ness) remarks,  "It  seems  to  me  that  both  theories 
are  equally  fallacious."    Amen ! 

— C.  R.  H. 

THE  BRIGHT  SHAWL 

By  Joseph  Hergesheimer 

(Alfred  A.  Knopf,  Publisher) 

With  "The  Bright  Shawl,"  Joseph  Hergesheim- 
er comes  back  to  earth  after  his  loudly  heralded 
(if  not  adventurous)  trip  to  the  moon  in  "Cy- 
therea." Lacking  the  power  of  both  "The  Three 
Black  Pennys"  and  "Java  Head,"  and  not  measur- 
ing up  to  the  delicate  poignancy  of  "San  Cristobal 
de  la  Habana,"  "The  Bright  Shawl"  does  de- 
pict romantic  charm,  a  retentive  attribute  among 
recent  fiction. 

The  notes   of  Liszt's   Spanish   Rhapsody   carry 

Charles  Abbott  back  some  forty  years,  to  the  time 

when  Cuba  suffered  under  the  tyranny  of  Spain. 

The  attempts  to  free  Cuba  and  secure  her  liberty 

(Continued  on  page  38) 
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Whitman's  famous  candies  are  sold  by 


Chas.  H.  Burkett 
H.  S.  Etherington 
Evanston  Pharmacy, 
1900  Central  Ave. 


Evanston  Pharmacy, 

601  Davis  St. 
Fraser  6k  Lee 
Foster  St.  Pharmacy 


Lee-Fraser  Drug  Co. 
John  V.  Lee 
University  Drug  Store 
H.  L.  Swenson 


Special 

Northwestern 

Package 


Sergeant,    to    colored    sentry:       "If    anything  The  barber:     "Don't  you  want  me  to  wash  your 

moves,  you  shoot."  hair  out,  sir?" 

Sentry:     "Yas,  suh,  an  if  anything  shoots,  ah  The  Client:     "No,  it's  coming  out  fast  enough 

moves." — Drexerd.  already." — Wag  Jag. 


"I  call  my  garage  a  doughnut." 

"Ga'wan." 

"Sure,  its  such  a  greasy  hole." — Awgwan. 


First  Postal  Clerk:  "Aha!  back  from  your 
vacation,  eh?" 

Second  Postal  Clerk:  "Yup,  back  to  the  old 
stamping  ground." — Widow. 


Mrs.  Prof:  "Are  you  quite  sure  you  are  true 
to  me?" 

Mr.  Prof:  "Why,  of  course,  dear.  What  an 
absurd  question !" 

Mrs.  Prof:  "Well,  then,  kindly  explain  who  this 
Violet  Ray  is  you  are  always  talking  about." — 
Tiger. 


"Got  a  match?" 

"I'll  give  you  one  for  a  cigarette." 

"Yes,  that's  what  I  want  it  for." 

— The   Brown   Jug. 


Housekeeper :    "I  asked  you  to  send  me  a  young 

chicken." 

Butcher:     "Well,  didn't  you  get  a  young  one?" 
Housekeeper :    "Young  ?    Say  it  was  old  enough 

to  dress  itself." — Juggler. 


Sunday  School  Teacher:  "And  Nebuchadnezzar 
was  in  the  midst  of  his  riotous  orgy,  when,  looking 
up,  he  saw  the  handwriting  on  the  wall.  Now  can 
any  of  you  little  girls  and  boys  tell  me  what  words 
he  saw?" 

Bright  one:  "Watch  your  coat  and  hat." — 
Phoenix. 


"I've  come  to  fix  that  old  tub  in  the  kitchen." 
"Oh,  Mama !   Here's  the  doctor  to  see  the  cook." 

— Lampoon. 


"Ho,  Hum!  There's  nothing  new  under  the  sun." 
"No,  and  there's  also  a  lot  of  old  stuff  pulled  off 
under  the  moon." — Jester. 


First  Prof. :  "The  students  were  so  entranced 
this  morning  that  they  remained  in  my  lecture 
room  all  through  the  lunch  hour." 

Second  Prof. :  "Why  didn't  you  wake  them 
up?" — Sour  Owl. 


She:     "What  were  you  doing  after  the  acci- 
dent?" 

He:  "Scraping  up  an  acquaintance." — Widow. 


Moses:     "This  is  a  deuce  of  a  fix.     How  am  I 

going  to  get  out  of  here?"  "Last  night  Jack  told  me  I  looked  sweet  enough 

St.  Peter:     "Now  none  of  your  darn  miracles —  to  eat," 

play  straight  golf." — Lord  Jeff.  "Yes,  Jack  is  fond  of  plain  food." — Goblin. 
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Spoehr's  Chocolates  better  than  ever 


First  Mate:     "Ho,  ho!  Captain,  do  you  go  to 
seek  an  adventure  in  your  best  uniform?" 

Capt.  Morgan :    "Nay,  me  lad,  an  adventuress." 

— Virginia  Reel. 


Speculator:  "When  I  was  your  age  I  was  earn- 
ing an  honest  living." 

Son,  rather  drunk:  "Mighty  fine,  governor,  but 
whatcha  change  for?" — Gargoyle. 


"I'd  hate  to  be  Widow  Jones'  second  husband." 
"I'd  rather  be  her  second  than  her  first." 

■ — Lemon  Punch. 


"What  makes  Mignon  so  popular?" 
"Oh,  when  a  man  calls,  she  asks  him  a  riddle 
and  keeps  him  in  the  dark  the  rest  of  the  evening." 

— Virginia  Reel. 


"My  girl  should  be  an  attorney." 

"You  don't  say." 

"Yes,  she  has  such  pleading  eyes." — Awgwan. 


"What  is  the  surest  sign  that  a  fellow  is  in 
love?" 

"When  he  divorces  his  wife." — Tiger. 


"Say  there,  black  man,  cain't  yo'  play  honest? 
Ah  knows  what  cairds  I  done  dealt  you." 

— Voo  Doo. 


"That  shows  how  a  girl  can  be  distant  without 
being  cold." 
"What  does?" 
"That   picture  of  that  Hawaiian   girl." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


Small  Boy  (at  zoo)  :  "Gee  mom,  that  giraffe 
looks  just  like  papa." 

Mamma  (in  horror)  :  "Willie,  aren't  you 
ashamed?" 

Small  Boy:  "Aw  gee,  the  giraffe  didn't  hear 
me." — Carnegie  Puppet. 


CA 


318  toulA  oMxcfiuAm 
cAuenu£. 

NNOUNGES  the 
return  from  abroad  of 
its  buyers.  Their  sparkling 
enthusiasm  presages  for  all 
Leschin  devotees  many  a 
pleasant,  fashion-inspired 
hour  with  the  new  imports 
for  Spring. 

ESPECIALLY  is  the 
Sportswear  from  abroad, 
delectably  new  in  design 
and  oh,  so  smart. 

The  Novelty  Jewelry, 
too,  is  tres  chic. 


Inc- 

318-320  Salllichigdn  Avenue 


%e  twenty-nine 


Try  Spoehr's  One-pound  Nut  and  Fruit  Easter  Eggs 


Social  Chairmen 

You  will  find  our 
beautiful  and  spacious  So- 
larium an  attractive  place 
to  hold  yourspring  parties. 
The  facilities  for  the  ac- 
commodation of  university 
people  are  such  that,  with 
a  coterie  of  friends,  you 
will  declare  the  evening  an 
entire  success. 

Within  a  short  ride  of 
the  University  by  elevated 
or  surface  cars,  it  holds 
forth  both  the  advantages 
of  Chicago's  world  of 
pleasure  and  gratification 
to  the  younger  social  set. 

Not  the  least  of  The 
Somerset  attractions,  is 
the  marvelous  music  of 
its  famous  dance  orchestra. 


Sheridan  Road  at  Argyle 
CHICAGO 


S.  W.  GERSTNER,  Manager 

(Formerly  of   French   Lick  Springs   Hotel) 


Telephone 
Sunnyside   7000 


I 


Telephone  ILvanston  1476 


GEORGETTE-LEHN 

HAIR  SHOPPE 


Expert  Marcelling,  Mariicuring,Water 
1  Waving,  Shampooing,  Scalp 

I  Treatments,  Facials, 

I  Hair  Goods 


1720  Sherman  Avenue 


Studio  Buildmi 


EVANSTON 


!  The  Proprietors  were  Formerly  with  Gans 

i 

4. 


Simp: 
Bimp : 

Octopus. 


A  CASE  OF  LIMITS 

"I  can't  live  within  my  allowance." 
"Well,   I   can't   live   without   mine."- 


Oil: 
Can: 


RAH! RAH! RAH! 

'Fewer  movies  are  being  made." 
"But  not  from  lack  of  raw  material." 

— Orange  Peel. 


HOORAY 

Movie  Manager:  "You  call  this  a  new  idea? 
Why  you  have  the  hero  fighting  five  men." 

"Yes,  that's  the  new  part ;  he  gets  licked." — 
Mugwump. 


Dad:     Can  you  support  my  daughter? 
Lad :     No,  but  I  can  keep  her  in  suspense. 

— Chaparral. 


Miss:     Being  beautiful  nowadays   is  quite  an 


art. 


Missed  'er:     Mostly  applied  art. — Chaparral. 
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At  that  Party  serve  Spoehr's  Easter  Eggs — Slice   'em 


'  Society  Brand" 

Suits 

A  four-button  style  that  origi- 
nated among  college  men.  Ease, 
comfort  and  individual  style —  and 
now  you  see  the  University  model 
wherever  well-dressed  young  men 
gather.  Our  display  includes  all 
of  the  smart  striped  patterns  we 
received   from    Society    Brand    this 


spring. 


$30  to  $60 


Spring  Hats 

Featuring  Famous 

Polo  and  Shaggy  Felts 

Correct  Models 

and  Coloring 

^P  J  to  JpO 


Attractive  New 

Topcoats 

Stylish  new  Topcoats  in 
the  popular  new  models  are 
featured  in  English  tweeds  and 
overplaids,  at 

$25.00  to  $60.00 

Imported  English  Wool  Whip- 
cord Topcoats,  in  all  shades;  $35.00 
values,  at 

$29.50 


University  Model 


HEADQUARTERS 

§>nrirtij  Uranit 


(Clnthrs 


10%  Discount 

to  Northwestern 
Students 

If  you  will  present  your 
students'  enterprise  book  and 
give  us  proof  that  you  are  a 
Northwestern  student,  we 
will  allow  you  a  discount  of 
10  per  cent  on  any  merchan- 
dise purchased  at  our  store. 


4611   BROADWAY 
At  Wilson 


MEEK  &  MEEK 


Phone  Edge.  0237 
Open  Evenings 


*< 


ADVICE 

He:     "This  cold  weather  chills  me  to 
the  bone." 

She:     "You  should  wear  a  thicker  hat." 

— Octopus. 


TWO  IS  A  CROWD 

Bill :    "I  certainly  did  wrong  when  I  told 
my  girl  that  I  admired  her  chin." 
Sill:     "How's  that?" 
Bill :    "She  started  raising  another  one." 

— Gargoyle. 


"What  do  you  mean,  'there's  an  excep- 
tion to  every  rule'?  How  about  the  rule 
that  all  men  die?" 

"Oh,  that's  the  exception  to  the  rule 
that  there's  an  exception  to  every  rule." 

— Record. 


He:  "I  love  the  good,  the  true,  the 
beautiful,  the  innocent — " 

She :  "This  is  rather  sudden,  but  I  think 
father  will  consent." — Burr. 


ano 

Jifth^\Jenue9sKi)oritePipe 

'There is  something 
fine  about  it 

*3*>  andup  WmJ)EMUTMo. 

at  the  better 

smoke  shops  NEW  YORK 
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Remember  everybody  likes  Spoehr's  Chocolates 


The   Orrington 

Now  Building  Opposite  The  Public  Library 

T^OR  student  entertainment,  the  appoint- 
ments  of  the  new  Orrington  Hotel  have 
been  given  special  thought  by  the  archi- 
tects and  designers. 

In  its  spacious  banquet  hall,  its  inviting 
ballroom  and  cozy  private  dining  rooms, 
every  care  has  been  taken  to  provide  ac- 
commodations and  entertainment  facili- 
ties where  campus  organizations  may  hold 
their  social  functions  in  a  way  never  before 
possible. 

Advance  reservations  may  be  calendared 
now  by  telephoning  Evanston    6200 

Ready  September  First 

1 

.._.._„ . , . , ,. — + 


Fenton  Music  Company 

4736  N.  Racine  Avenue 

at  Lawrence  and  Broadway 
Edgewater  7600 


Largest  and  most  complete 
stock  of  records  in  Chicago 


Delivery  to  North  Shore  Suburbs  daily. 

Fraternity    and    Sorority    charge 
accounts  welcomed. 


+ — .._,._.._, . — „ , 


AND  NOW  HE'S  WORTH  A  FORTUNE 

The  side  show  advertised,  among  other  attrac- 
tions, the  only  "sweet  smelling  skunk  alive." 

"I  wonder  how  that  could  be,"  asked  a  man 
after  he  had  seen  the  little  fellow. 

"Easy,"  answered  the  manager.  "When  this 
skunk  was  two  years  old — a  mere  child — his 
father  cut  him  off  without  a  scent." — Sun  Dial. 


RUBBING  IT  IN 

Citizen:  "Judge,  I'm  too  sick  to  do  jury  duty; 
I've  got  a  bad  case  of  the  itch." 

Judge:  "Excuse  accepted.  Clerk,  just  scratch 
that  man  out." — Widow. 


Glee  Club  Secretary:  "I  know  a  college  down 
in  Virginia  whose  students  would  give  twenty 
thousand  dollars  to  hear  us  play." 

Fellow  Member:     "What  sort  of  place  is  it?" 
Glee  Club  Secretary:    "It's  a  school  for  the  deaf 
and  dumb." — Punch  Bowl. 


Neer:  "I  told  her  I  adored  her.  I  compared 
her  to  a  beautiful  girl  on  a  magazine  cover." 

Beer:     "How  did  she  take  it?" 

Near:  "She  said  she'd  noticed  I  only  saw  her 
once  a  month." — Tiger 
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Wed.  and   Sat.  Eves. 

Under  Auspices  of 

ROY    L.    PRINZ 

with  his  orchestra 

and  entertainers 


Open  Wednesday,  Friday, 
Saturday  and  Sunday 
Evenings    until   2   o'clock 


4942  Sheridan  Road 

Edge.  6373 


THESE  RAH-RAH  BOYS 

Thomas:     "Some  of  those  college  comics  con- 
tain some  rare  bits  of  humor." 

Eliza:  "Rare;  I'd  call  it  raw." — Phoenix. 


Frosh:     "I  got  zero  in  my  Math  Ex." 

Soph:  "That's  nothing." 
Frosh:     "What's  nothing." 

Soph:  "Zero." — Chaparral. 


First  Stude:  "Say,  roomie,  how  did  you  like 
the  girl  I  dug  up  for  you?" 

Second  Stude:  "Well,  as  far  as  I'm  concerned, 
you  can  bury  her  again." — Froth. 


Hattie:     "Clarice   and  John  are  pretty  thick, 
aren't  they?" 

Cattie:     "Yes,  both  of  them." — Chaparral. 


"Why  did  Prof.  Youngblood  scan  the  last  sen- 
tence in  your  theme  so  long?" 

"Probably  because  there  was  a  figure  of  speech 
in  it." — Lemon  Punch. 


"Have  you  given  Jack  his  final  answer  yet?" 
"Not  yet — but  I've  given  him  my  final  'No'." 
— Voo  Doo. 
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LUCKY" 

STRIKE 

IGARETTE, 


Ti.: 


This  one 

extra 
process 

dives  a 
delightful 
quality  that 
cannot  be 
duplicated 


B3r 
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Take  Home  a  Box  of  Spoehr's — W 


iat  cou 


d  be  sweeter? 


i 
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IMPORTED     NOVELTIES     IN     SAUTOIRS     AND      EAR     DROPS 


eyPEARLS^) 


1639  Orrington  Avenue 


Evanston,  Illinois 


+ , + 


i 


i 

i 

I 

I 
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Telephone  373 


THE  COMFORT  SHOP 

1616  Sherman  Avenue 
Evanston,  Illinois 


NOW  SHOWING 


B 


OSTON 

FamousShoes 


IANC 

foi\Men|<J 


In  a  large  variety  of 

New  Up-to-the-Minute 

Spring  Styles 


Watch  for  our  Campus  Refrresentatwe 


Your  Victrola 
Shop 

USE    IT 

North   Shore  Talking 
Machine   Co. 

603   Davis   Street 
■SAY    IT    WITH    MUSIC" 


+ 
I 


H.  A.  MEYER  SHOE  CO. 


55  E.  Monroe  St. 


103  So.  Wabash  Ave. 


I 


THE  RETORT  COURTEOUS 

Musical  Belle:     "Sir,  are  you  a  musician?" 
Tortise  Shell:     "No,   Miss,   I   am  a  humorous 
editor;  I  play  only  on  words."- — Judge. 


Tramp :     "I  haven't  tasted  food  far  seven  days." 
Rich  man  (patting  him  on  the  back)  :     "Cheer 

up,  old  man,  it  tastes  just  the  same  as  it  did  seven 

days  ago." — Voo  Doo. 


Frat:  "We  have  a  new  dish-washer  at  the 
house." 

Frater:     "How  so?" 

Frat:  "I  noticed  the  difference  in  the  finger 
prints  on  my  plate."- — Froth. 


Jones:     "Do  the  Irish  believe  in  dancing?" 
O'Hara:     "Why,  mon,  we  have  a  Patron  Saint 
for  it. 

Jones:     "Who  is  it." 

O'Hara:     "Saint  Vitus."— Dodo. 


'24 


'24 


A  "FALLEN  LEAF" 

"How  did  you  come  out  in  that  exam?' 
"Oh,  I  knocked  it  for  a  loop." 
"Howzat?    A  hundred?" 
"No,  a  zero." — Lord  Jeff. 
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Paul  Biese  and  his  Edgewater  Beach  Hotel 
Orchestra  and  the  majority  of  professional  Orches- 
tras use  Conn  Instruments  exclusively. 

University  men  will  find  here  Orchestra  Instruments  of  every 
description.  The  men  who  are  desirous  of  learning  to  play  an 
instrument  quickly  will  be  interested  in  our  saxophones  —  priced 
from  $85.00  up. 

CONN  CHICAGO  CO. 


J.  D.  HENDERSON 

President 


63  E.  Van  Buren  St. 
CHICAGO 


THE  COED  SCANDALS  OF  1923 

(Continued  from  page  21) 
Third   Coed:     Wasn't   that   he-man   act    a   wow?      And 
Tommy    was    right    down    in    the    front    row.     I 
thought  I'd  die! 

First  Coed:  So  that  was  why  you  got  out  of  step  and 
kicked  me  all  the  time!  Coach  could  have  killed 
you;  I  saw  him  looking  out  of  the  wings. 


Voice:      Hey,    any    of    you    girls    seen    my 


-       Oh, 

thought  you'd  hide  it,  did  you?  Cut  out  the 
comedy,  for  the  love  of  Mike.  I've  got  to  meet 
Jim  outside  in  five  minutes. 

Chorus:  Well,  it's  over  at  last.  It's  a  good  thing,  and 
all  that,  but  it  takes  time.  Catch  me  working  my 
head  off  at  this  sort  of  thing  again. 

Wait  till  next  year;  we'll  see  about  that. 

CURTAIN 


Back:  "What  system  of  typewriting  dju  use?" 

Space:  "The  Biblical." 

Back:  "How  dju  work  it?" 

Space:  "Seek  and  ye  shall  find." — Frivol. 


DAY  BY  DAY 

We  are  more  convinced  that 
Northwestern  Coeds  add  that  subtle 
something  —  called  atmosphere  — 
that  makes  Northwestern  different 
from  other  universities  and  closer 
to  its  students  than  all  the  others 
combined. 

It  is  this  atmosphere  that  we  have 
striven  to  create  so  University  men 
and  women  may  always  feel  that 
they  will  find  here  a  welcome  that 
is  not  commercial. 

Chandler's 

Jrt     •*  Jx>untairv    Square  «•      ftW 
Students'  Headquarters 


^,m H nt M rn Mll IMI 1in IIU „„ IIM „„ „„ „„ „„ 
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John  Weiland 

Florist 

Complete  assortment  of  Easter  Flowers,  Plants  and  Easter  Baskets 


I 
+ 

t- 
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WILMETTE 

1161  Wilmette  Ave. 

Phone  Wil.  2128 


"Say  It  With  Flowers" 


EVANSTON 

1614  Sherman  Ave. 

Phone  502 


cMARNETTE  SALON    |    |    Typewriters 

Rented 

Extends  Easter  Greetings  and  reminds 
you  we  are  headquarters  for 

Hair  Goods,  Toilet 
Lotions,  Etc.,  Etc. 

ONLY  THE  BEST-AT  RIGHT  PRICES 

3  months  $10. 
[      Underwoods,  Royals,    *A 
|      Remingtons,   Smiths,       j 
|      Corona,    Nationals,       j 
■      Fox;  rental  applied  if 
|      purchased. 

61 

1707  Sherman  Ave.         -         Evanston      I      1       Mfgrs.  Typewriters  Clearing  House 

Phone  1104                                              (Across  from  P.  O.)         I         t              193  N-  Dearborn  St.,  S.  E.  cor.  Lake,  Chicago 

I         |                          Central  6034— Established  1901 

! 
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THE  COLLEGE  RENDEZVOUS 

BEACH   VIEW   GARDEN 

Wilson  Avenue  at  Clarendon 


EXTRA    FEATURE 

HAROLD  LEONARD 

AND    HIS    DANCE- COMPELLING 

RED    JACKET    ORCHESTRA 


A  Tempting,  Tasty 
Table  de  Hote  Dinner  for 


$1 


25 


Special    Arrangements  May  Be  Made  for  Fraternity 
and  Sorority  Nights 


+— ■ 


. + 


"Why  do  you  call  your  alarm  clock  Macbeth?" 
"Macbeth  doth  murder  sleep." — Chaparral. 


Brutus:     "What's  a  coat  of  mail?" 
Cassius:     "Oh,  that's  what  they  used  to  wear 
for  a  knight-shirt  in  the  olden  days." — Octopus. 


THE  PARABLE  OF  THE  ONE  WHO  HAD 
NO  LINE 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

Again  I  spake  unto  her  on  the  porch  saying, 
"Thou  hast  spurned  me  but  canst  thou  not  find 
it  in  thy  heart  to  give  unto  me  one  kiss  that  I  may 
treasure  it  upon  my  lips  until  the  day  that  I  die  ?" 

And  she  was  about  to  make  answer,  but  her 
father,  whose  feet  were  encased  in  carpet  slippers 
so  that  they  were  not  heard  in  the  house,  appeared 
before  us  and  spake  in  a  loud  voice  saying,  "Let 
us  have  peace."  And  he  smote  me  with  the  sole 
of  his  foot  so  that  I  fell  upon  the  sidewalk. 

Verily,  yea,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee,  he  that 
courteth  a  girl  who  is  a  blonde,  unless  his  line  be 
irreproachable  and  his  watch  two  hours  fast, 
standeth  little  chance  but  sitteth  upon  the  flag- 
stones.—C.  V.  K. 


Distinctive  EASTER  CARDS 

THE  CELLINI  SHOP 

622  CHURCH  STREET,  Opposite  Public  Library 


+  — 
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Poise 

and  Personality — 

There's  an  air  of  clean- 
cut  well-bred  distinction 
about  the  new  styles  this 
spring,  the  colorings  are 
so  beautiful. 

All  our  suits  have  extra 
trousers — we  sell  nothing 
else. 

That  extra  pair  means 
extra  service. 

$25  to  $50 

All  two  trousers 

Karger's  Clothes  Shop 

814  Davis  St. 

WE  CATER  TO  THE  MAN  IN  COLLEGE 


I 


■■ — + 
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Boston  Garter 


Worn  by  Three  (generations 
of  Well  Dressed  Men 


Our  new  wide  webbing 
with  variegated  stripes, 
are  extremely  popular 
with  college  men. 


GEORGE    FROST    COMPANY. MAKERS.    BOSTON 


SALLY  PEPYS'  DIARY 

(Continued  from  page  25) 

Sept.  18th,  1922. 

Up,  I,  and  walked  to  University  Hall  to  attend 
registration.  Did  stand  in  line  many  weary  hours, 
and  did  encounter  a  very  stern  adviser.  I  got  my 
bill  finally,  and  it  costs  the  most  money  I  ever  did 
see.  To  the  last  party  this  evening.  The  food, 
though  not  scarce,  was  poor,  methought,  and  so 
I  took  no  great  content  in  it. 

Sept.  19th,  1922. 

Sorority  bids  are  out  today,  I,  up  early,  but  did 
not  yet  receive  mine.  The  I  Eta  Pies  are  too  aris- 
tocratic and  snobbish,  hence  I  shall  refuse  their 
bid ;  there  are  too  many  catty  I  0  U's,  and  I  would 
not  be  content  with  their  pin.  Methinks  I'll  do 
well  to  accept  the  Moo  Cow  Moo's  bid,  and  their 
pin  is  so  infinitely  cute. 


■°— — — —  * 


10c/c 


STUDENTS' 
DISCOUNT 


JOHN  WES 

LEY 

GRAY 

PHONES 

DEARBORN 

2185 

CENTRAL 

2644 

SPRING    FURS 

"SOFT  AS  A  LOVER'S  WHISPER" 

Double  Stone  Marten  $35  up 
Fox  Chokers  $15  up 

GRAY'S  FUR  SHOP 

310  STATE-LAKE  BLDG. 

190  N.  State  Street 

CHICAGO 


+  — . „ ._.._.. — . — . — . — . — . ._..—.. 
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"What's  that  bump  on  the  front  of  the  car?" 
"Oh  the  radiator  just  had  a  boil." — Wampus. 


"What  was  the  original  Greek  letter  house?" 

"Give  up." 

"Post  office  at  Athens."— Sun  Dodger. 


STATIONERS  nriT^o     nnrvc  PROGRAMS 

FRATERNITY  Ol  Itb     dKAJo*  JEWELERS 

APPROPRIATE    GIFTS    FOR    GRADUATION 

Monroe  &  Wabash,  Goddard  Bldfc.  CHICAGO 
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NEWELL  AND  RETCHIN 


HOWARD  THEATRE 


ADELPHI  THEATRE 


(Seating  Capacity  1650)  I  (Seating  Capacity  1250) 

1627  Howard  Street  7074  N.  Clark  Street 

Tel.  Rogers  Park  0808  j  Tel.  Rogers  Park  1039 

CHICAGO 
The  North  Shore's  Representative  Theatres 


■i 


M.    MacClane 
BEAUTY  SHOP 

has  opened  its  new  par- 
lors for  the  convenience 
of  Northwestern  Co-eds 

at 
636  Church  Street 

Opposite  Public  Library 
Phone  8104 


.+      + 


+ 

KATHERINE  WALKER  SMITH 

Lingerie  and  Accessories 
Sweaters,  Blouses,  Distinctive  Frocks 


1 00.-?  Chicago  Ave. 


+ 


Evanston 
, + 


, + 

■ — — ■ + 


Sports  CApparel 

French  ^Dresses 

Street  and  'Dress  Wear 


Mitchell-Hopkins 


Mary  Reid 
Henrietta  Caulkins 

+ ,_, — ., 


209  Hoyburn  Building, 
EVANSTON,  ILL. 

— , . 4. 


"THE  BRIGHT  SHAWL" 

(Continued  from  page  26) 
supply  the  interest  for  this  story.     Andres  Esco- 
bar, La  Clavel,  and  Pilar  de  Lima  are  the  individ- 
uals engulfed  into  the  folds  and  magenta  fringe  of 
the  shawl. 

The  atmosphere  is  the  sensual  enchantment  of 
the  Plaza  de  Armas,  the  Tacon  theatre,  and  the 
Aguila  de  Oro  of  Havana.  A  bit  of  deft  satire  is 
directed  at  the  absurd,  unsophisticated  American 
youth.  Accuracy  in  describing  minute  detail  typi- 
fies Hergesheimer,  and,  in  spite  of  our  Russian 
soviet  friends,  adds  to  our  admiration  of  him. 

"The  Bright  Shawl"  is  not  Hergesheimer  at  the 
zenith  of  his  ability  as  an  artistic  novelist.  It  is 
purely  a  fascinating  reflection  of  romance  em- 
broidered into  the  night-blues,  the  oranges,  and 
the  vermilions  of  an  entrancing  manton. 

— R.  M.  B. 


EVANSTON 

PHONE     422  -  112 


At  Your  Service. 


WILMETTE 

PHONE     1800 


I 
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SPECTACLES  and  EYEGLASSES 

The  Aimer  Coe  Store  in  the  North  Shore  Hotel  offers  every- 
thing in  the  way  of  eyeglass  service  that  any  optical  store  any- 
where can  have  for  you.  Full  stocks  of  all  styles  of  frames 
and  lenses  are  carried,  and  all  work  is  done  on  the  prem- 
ises. New  lenses  can  be  made  accurately  from  the  meas- 
urements of  old  lenses  without  the  original  prescription. 

j 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Opticians 

527  Davis  Street 

Shampooing  Manicuring 

Scalp  Treatments  Telephone       Hot  Oil  Treatments 

Dry  Shampooing  967                        Facial  Massage 

Marcel  Waving  Electrolysis 

Anderson  Institute  and 
Hair    Dressing   Parlor 

Permanent  Waving 
Hoyburn  Building  616-617  Davis  Street 


HEADED  TOWARD  THE  EDGE  OF  THE 
CAMPUS 

Co:  I  heard  that  you  changed  your  major. 
What  coiu-se  are  you  taking  now? 

Ed :  The  course  of  the  least  resistance.  — 
Chaparral. 


"Gotta  match?" 

"Strike  me — I'm  your  match!" 


First   coed:     "Women   always   contradict   one 
another." 

Second  same:     "They  do  not." — Mirror. 


Wvcat  iUrtljoutHt  lEptBrnpal 
GJljitrrlt 

(The  Church  Nearest  the  Campus) 

Extends  to  You 
A    HEARTY    WELCOME    Every    Sunday 

Morning  Service,   10:30  o'clock 
Social  Hour,  5:30  in  the  Evening 

ERNEST  FREMONT  TITTLE,  Pastor 


+ 
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phone        iOjm&nn's  for  Flowers 


EVANSTON  632 


I 
j... 


Flowers  by  Telegraph 


1712  SHERMAN 
STREET 
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FLORIST 


"Say  It  With  Flowers" 


2  65  6— Phones—2  65  7 


602  Davis  St. 


i 
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ATTENTION! 

To  the  Northwestern  University 
Students  and  Co-eds. 


The  North  Shore  Hotel 
Barber  Shop 


The  most  Sanitary  in  Evanston,  is  employ- 
ing only  First  Class,  Experienced  Barbers  to 
attend  to  the  wishes  and  needs  of  the  Students 
and  Co-eds  in  this  line.  A  trial  •will  surely 
convince  you. 

WM.  B.  ENGELHARDT,  Mfcr. 


-*     + 


TEA  ROOM 

Luncheon  Tea  Dinner 

Fountain  Service 


508  Davis  Street 


A  LL  successful  saving,  has  its  be- 
**■  ginning  in  a  single  seed  of 
determination  which  germinates 
and  grows  despite  all  obstacles. 

Is  your  Savings  Account  growing? 
STATE  BANK  &  TRUST  COMPANY 

EVANSTON,    ILLINOIS 
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All  the  Students  want 

John's  Wagon 

to  stay  on   the  Campus;    has    been    there  for  past 
15  years. 

Best  of  Chinese  dishes  cooked  by  noted  chef 
at 

JOHN'S  IDEAL  CAFE 

Opposite  Davis  "L"  Station 


■■•■  *a?**;*i^..J 
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The  "PRACTICAL"  Alchemist  and 
"THEORETICAL"  Robert  Boyle 


HE  alchemists  wrote 
vaguely  of  "fluids"  and 
"principles."  Copper 
was  potentially  silver. 
Rid  it  of  its  red  color  and  the 
"principle"  of  silver  would  assert 
itself,  so  that  silver  would  remain. 
With  a  certain  amount  of  philos- 
opher's stone  (itself  a  mysterious 
"principle")  a  base  metal  could  be 
converted  into  a  quantity  of  gold 
a  million  times  as  great. 

This  all  sounded  so  "practical" 
that  Kings  listened  credulously, 
but  the  only  tangible  result  was 
that  they  were  enriched  with  much 
bogus  gold. 

Scientific  theorists  like  Robert 
Boyle  (1627-1691)'  proved  more 
"practical "  by  testing  matter,  dis- 
covering its  composition  and  then 
drawing  scientific  conclusions  that 
could  thereafter  be  usefully  and 
honestly  applied.  Alchemists  con- 
jectured anddied;  he  experimented 
an_  lived. 

Using  the  air  pump  Boyle  un- 
dertook a  "theoretical"  but  sci- 


entific experimental  study  of  the 
atmosphere  and  discovered  that 
it  had  a  "spring"  in  it,  or  in  other 
words  that  it  could  expand.  He 
also  established  the  connection 
between  the  boiling  point  of  water 
and  atmospheric  pressure,  a  very 
"theoretical"  discovery  in  his  day 
but  one  which  every  steam  engi- 
neer now  applies. 

He  was  the  first  to  use  the  term 
"analysis"  in  the  modern  chem- 
ical sense,  the  first  to  define  an 
element  as  a  body  which  cannot 
be  subdivided  and  from  which 
compounds  can  be  reconstituted. 

Boyle's  work  has  not  ended. 
Today  in  the  Research  Labora- 
tories of  the  General  Electric 
Company  it  is  being  continued. 
Much  light  has  there  been  shed 
on  the  chemical  reactions  that 
occur  in  a  vessel  in  which  a  nearly 
perfect  vacuum  has  been  produced. 
One  practical  result  of  this  work 
is  the  vacuum  tube  which  plays  an 
essential  part  in  radio  work  and 
roentgenology. 


eneralfipElecftric 

general    Office      COHlp3.IlV    Schtne ct ady,N.Y. 
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ERNEST  J.  KRUETGEN  COMPANY 


